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PREFACE. 


R. SyEnsTONE was the eldeſt fon of a 
plain country gentleman in Shropſhire, 
who farmed his own eſtate. The father, ſen- 
ſible of his ſon's extraordinary capacity, reſolv- 
ed to give him a learned education, and ſent 
him a commoner to Pembroke college in Ox- 
ford, deſigning him for the church: but though 
he had the moſt aweful notions of the wiſdom, 
wer, and goodneſs of God, he never could 
e perſuaded to enter into orders. In his pri- 
vate Opinions he adhered to no particular ſect, 
and hated all religious diſputes. But whatever 
were his own ſentiments, he always ſhewed 
reattenderneſs to thoſe whodiffered from him. 
Tenderneſs, indeed, in every ſenſe of the word, 
was his peculiar charaQeriſtic; his friends, his 
domeſtics his poor neighbours, all daily expe- 
rienced his benevolent turn of mind. F 
this virtue in him was often carried to ſuch ex- 
ceſs, that it ſometimes bordered upon weakneſs: 
yet if he was convinced that any of thoſe rank- 
ed among the number of his fi iends, had treated 
hini ungenerouſly, he was not eaſily reconciled. 
He uſed a maxim, however, on ſuch occaſions, 
which is worthy of being obſervedandimitated; 
* I never (ſaid he) will be a revengeful ene- 


path, 
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Y my ; but T cannot, it is not in my nature, to 
be half a friend.” | 
» He was no oeconomiſt ; the generoſity of 

his temper prevented him from paying a pro- 
per regard tothe uſe of money: he exceeded 
therefore the bounds of his paternal fortune, 
which before he died was conſiderably encum- 
bered. But when one recollects the paradiſe 
he had raiſed around him, the hoſpitality with: 
which he lived, bis great indulgence to his ſer- 
vants, his charities to the indigent, and all done 
with an eſtate not more than three hundred 
pounds 4 year, one ſhould rather be led to 
wonder that he left any thing behind him, 
than to blame his want of oeconomy. He left 
however more than ſuffcient to pay all his 


- - Cebts; and by his will appropriated his whole 


eſtate for that purp ſe. 4 

' _- Tr was perhaps from ſome conſiderations on 
the narrowneſs of his fortune, that he forbore 
wrt fe for — no enemy to 2 
had a hi inion of many among the fair ſex, 
was fond of a ſociety, and no ſtranger to 
the tendereſt impreſſions. One, which he re- 
ceived in his youth, was with difficulty ſur- 
mounted. The lady was the ſubject of that 
ſweer paſtoral ff four parts, which has been 


* 


* 
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bave thought, muſt have ſubdued the loftieft 
heart, and ſoftened the moſt obdurate. 
His perſon, as to height, was above the 
middle ſtature, but largely, and rather inele- 
gantly formed : his face ſeemed plain till you 
converſed with him, and then it grew very 


- pleaſing, In his dreſs he was negligent, even 


to a fault; though when young, at che univer- 
ity, he was accounted a Bzav. He wore his 
own hair, in a particular manner, which was 
quite grey very early; not from any affection 
ot ſingularity, but from a maxim he bad laid 
down, that without too laviſh a regard to 
faſhion, every one ſhould dreſs in a manner moſt 
ſuitable to his own perſon and figure. In ſhort, 
his faults were only little blemiſhes, thrown in 
by nature, as it were on purpoſe to prevent 
him from riſing too much above that level of 
imperfeQion allotted to humanity. 7. 
His character as a writer will be diſtinguiſh- 
ed by ſimplicity with elegance, and rs with 
<orreQneſs. In the tenderneſs of elegiac poe- - 
try be bath not been excelled ; in the ſimplici- 
ty of paſtoral, one may venture to ſay he hat 
very few equals. Of great ſenſibility himſelf, 
he never failed to engage the hearts of his 
readers; and amidſt the niceſt attention to the 
harmony of his numbers, he always took care 
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to-expreſs with propriety the ſentiments of an 
elegant mind. In kf his writings, his greateſt 
cificulty was to pleaſe himſelf. I remember 
a aug. in one of his letters, where, ſpeaking 
of his love ſongs, he fays—* Some were 
« written on occaſions a good deal imaginary, 
% others not ſo ; and the reaſon there are fo 
« many is, that I wanted to write ont good 
<« ſong, and could never pleaſe myſelf,” It 
Was this difidence which occaſioned him to 
throw aſide many of his pieces before he had 
beſtowed upon them his laſt touches. 

But the talents of Mr. SuensToNE were 
not confhned merely to poetry; his charaQer 
as a man of judgment, and penetration, will 
appear from his proſe works. It is there we 
muſt ſearch for the acuteneſs of his under- 
ſtanding, and his knowledge of the human 
heart. It is to be lamented indeed, that ſome 
things here are unfiniſhed, and can be regard- 
ed only as fragments. 8. 
But I believe little need be ſaid to recom- 
mend the woo of this gentleman to pub- 
lic attention. character is already ſuffi- 
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SCHOOL-MISTRESS. 


» 


In Imitation of SPENSER. 


Aude voces, vagitus et ingen, 
Infantumque anime flentes in limine primo. 5 
| | 5 Vine. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


P | 
proper for the author's imitation on this eccafion, 
are his lazguage, his fmplicity, his manner of deſcript.- 
, and a peculiar tenderneſs of ſentiment remarkable 
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In Imitation of SPENSER. Sa. 


A* me full feral is any bent forlorn, 

To think how modeſt worth neglected lies 3% 
While partial fame doth with her blaſts adorn 
Such deeds alone, as pride and pomp diſguiſe; 
Deeds of ill ſort, and miſchievous enterprize | 
Lend me thy clarion; goddeſs ! let me try 
To ſound the praiſe of merit, eier it dies 
Such as I oft have chanced to eſpy, 

n 


In ev'ry village mark'd with little ſpire, 
Embow'r'd in trees, and hardly known to fame, 
There dwells, in lowly ſhed, and mean attire, 
A matron old, whom we ſchool-miſtreſs name ;z. 
Who boaſts uaruly brats with birch to tame; 
They grieven fore, in piteous durance pent,, 
 Aw'd by the pow'r of +his relentleſs dame; 
Ad oſt-times, om vagaries idly bent, 
For unkempt hair, or taſk unconn'd, are ſorely ſhent. 


And all in fighe doth riſe a birchen tres, ; 
Which learning near her little dome did Rowe z 

Whilom « twig of ſmall regard to ſee, - 

Tho' now fo wide its waving branches flow 

| — . 
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And work the fimple vaſſals meikle woe; 
For not a wind might curl the leaves that blew, 
But their limbs ſhudder'd, and their pulſe beat low; 
And, as they look'd, they found their horror grew, 
And ſhap'd it into rods, 2 


So have I ſeen, (who has not, may conceive, ) 
A lifeleſs phantom near a garden plac'd | 
So doth it wanton birds of peace bereave, 
a Of ſport, of ſong, of pleaſure, of repaſt; ; 
| They ſtart, they ſtare, they wheel, they look aghaſt : 
Sad ſervitude! ſuch comfortleſs annoy | 
May no bold Briton's riper age e'er taſte ! 
Ne ſuperſtition clog his dance of joy, 
Ne viſion empty, vain, bis native bliſs deſtroy. 


Near to this dome is found « patch ſo green, 
On which the tribe their gambols do diſplay ; 
And at the door impris'ning board is ſeen, ; 
Leſt weakly wights of ſmaller fize ſbould ſtray ; 
Eager, perdie, to baſk in funny day ! 
The noiſes intermix'd, which thence reſound, 
Do learning's little tenement betray: 
Where fits the dame, diſguis'd in look profound, 

* And eyes ber fairy throng, and turas her wheel around. | 


Her cap, far whiter than the driven ſnow, 
Emblem right meet of does yield : - 
| Her apron dy'd in Frain, as blüte I trowe, 
nnn | * 
7. 


THE SCHOOL-MISTRESSE. 3 
And in her hand, for ſcepter, ſhe does wied. 
Tway birchen ſprays ; with anxious fear wind, 
Wich dark diſtruſt, and fad repentance filled; 
And ſtedfaſt hate, and ſharp aMiQion joiti'd, 
And fury uncontroul'd, and chaſtiſement 


Few but have ken'd, in ſemblance meet pourtray'd, 
The childiſh faces of old Eol's train; 

Lise, Norus, Auer: theſe in frowns array'd, 
How then would fare or earth, or ſky, or main, 
Were the ſtern god to give his ſla ves the rein? 
And were not ſhe rebellious breaſts to quell, 

And were not ſhe her ſtatutes to maintain, 
The cott no more, I ween, were deem'd the cell, 
Where comely peace of rand ad erte oder dw. 


A ruſſet ſtole was o'er her ſhoulders throwit; 
A riſſet kirtle fenc'd the nipping airz 
Tias ſumple ruſſet, but it was her own; 
"Twas her own country bred the flock ſo fair 3 
"T'was her own labour did the fleece prepare : | 
And, ſooth to ſay, her pupils rang'd around, \ 
Thro' pious awe, did term it paſſing rare; 
For they in gaping wonderment abound {[gronund. 
And think, no doubt, ſhe been the greateſt wight on 


Albeit ne flattery did corrupt her truth, 

Ne pompous title did debauch her ear; 

Goody, good-wortnan, goflip, n'aunt, forſooth, 

| uo the ſole additions ſhe did hear ; 
43 
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Yet theſe ſhe challeng'd theſe ſhe held right dear: 
Ne would eſteem him a& as mought behove, . 
Who ſhould not honour'd eld with theſe revere : 
For never title yet ſo mean could prove, 

But there was eke « mind which did that title love. 


| One ancient hen ſhe took delight to feed, 
$ The plodding pattern of the buſy dame; 
=_ . Which, ever and anon, impel'd by need, 
| Into her fchool, begirt with chickens, came; 
| Such favour did her paſt deportment claim : 
And, if neglect had laviſh'd on the ground 
Fragment of bread, ſhe would collect the ſame; 
| For well the knew, and quaintly could expound, 
1 FF wats the arle rml Ge found, 


Herbs too he knew, and well of each could ſpeak 
: That in her garden fip'd the filv'ry dew ; 
= Where no vain flow'r diſclos d a gawdy ſtreak; Þ * 
But berbs for uſe, and phyſic, not a few, | 
Ol grey renown, within thoſe borders grew: 
The tufted baſil, pun-provoking thyme, 
Freſh baum, and mary-gold of chearful hue ; 
The lowly gill, that never dares to climb; 


e ite would ing dne ben to rhyme, 


| Yet euphraſy may not be leſt unſung, wh 
| That gives dim eyes to wander leagues around; 
And pungent radiſh, biting infant's tongue ; 
And plantain ribb'd, that heals the reaper's wound; 
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And marj'ram ſweet, in epherde peſo found 3 | | 

And lavender, whoſe ſpikes of azure bloom 

Shall be, ere-while, in arid-bundles bound, , 

To lurk amid the labours of her loom, [fume. 
And crown her kerchiefs clean, with mickle rare per- 5 


And here trim roſmarine, that whilom crown'd d 
The daintieſt garden of the proudeſt peer ; l | 
wo driven from its envy'd ſite, it fognd - 

A ſacred ſhelter for its branches here _ © 
Where edg'd with gold its glitt'ring ſkirts appear. 
Oh waſſel days; O cuſtoms meet and well! 

Ere this was baniſh'd from its lofty 
Simplicity then ſought this humble | 
Nor ever would ſhe more with thaneand louiling dwell, . 


Here oft the dame, on ſabbath's decent eve, 
Hymned ſuch pſalms as STzz x aoLD forth did 
95 If winter *twere, ſhe to her hearth did cleave; 
But in her garden found a ſarnmer ſeat 2 
Sweet melody ! to hear her then repeat 
How IsxAzL's ſons, beneath a foreign king, 
While taunting foe-men did a ſong intreat, 
All, for the nonce, untuning ev'ry ſtring, 
r had they to fing. 


* 


For ſhe was juſt, and friend to virtuous lore, 
And paſs'd much time in truly virtuous deed; 
Add, in thoſe elfins* ears, would oft deplore 
; The times, when truth by popiſh rage did bleed; 
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And tortious death was true devotion's meed; 
And ſimple faith in iron chains did mourn, 
That nould on wooden image place her creed : 
Aud lawny ſaints in ſmould'ring flames did burn: 
Ah! deareſt Lord, forefend, thilk days ould e'er return. 


In elbow- chair, like that of Scottiſh ſtern 
By the ſharp tooth of cank'ring eld defac'd, 
In which, when he receives his 
Our ſovereign prince and liefeſt liege is plac's, 
The matron ſite; and ſome with rank ſhe grac'd, 
(The fource of children's and of courtier's pride 1) 
= Redreſ#'d for vile affronts there paſs'd ; 
And warn them not the fretful to deride, | 
But love each other dear, whatever them betide. 


Right well ſhe knew each temper to deſcry ; 

To thwart the proud, and the fubmiſs to raiſe x 

Some with vile copper prize exalt on high, 

| And ſome entice with pittance ſinali of praiſe z 

And other ſome with baleful ſprig the *frays : 

Ee'n abſent, ſhe the reins of pow'r doth hold, 

While with quaint arts the giddy crowd ſhe ſways ; 

Forewarn'd, if little bird their pranks behold, 
ill whiſper in her car, and all the ſcone unfold, 


Lo now with ſtate the utters the command ! 

Eftſoons the urchins to their taſks repair; 
Their books of ſtature ſmall they take in hand, 
Which with pellucid horn ſecured are; 


* 
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To ſave from finger wet the letters fair: 
The work fo gay, that on their back is ſeen, - 


S F 


St. GrxoxG2's high atchievements does declare; 


On which thilk wight that has y-gazi g been, 


Kens the forth-coming rod, unpleaſing fight, I ween !. 


Ah luckleſs he, and born beneath the beam 
Of evil ſtar! it irks me whilſt I write! 
As erſt the * bard by MuLL 4's ſilver ſtream, 
Oft as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 
Sigh'd as he ſung, and did in tears indite. 
For brandiſhing the rod, ſhe doth begin 


To looſe the brogues, the ſtripling's late delight! a 


And down they drop; appears his dainty ſin, 
Fair as the furry coat of whiteſt ermilin. | 


O ruthful ſcene ! when from a nook obſcure, ' 
His little fiſter doth his peril ſee: * 

All playful as ſhe fate, ſhe grows demure ; 
She finds full ſoon her wonted ſpirits flee ;, 
She meditates a pray*r to ſet him free ; 

Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny, 

(If gentle pardon could with dames. agree) 

To her ſad grief that fwells in either eye, 
And wrings her ſo that all for pity ſhe could dye. 


Nor longer can ſhe now her ſhrieks command z 
And hardly the forbears, through aweful fear, 

To ruſhen forth, and, with preſumptuous hand, 
To ſtay harſh juſtice ia its mid career. 8 


Siren. 
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On thee ſhe calls, on thee her parent dear ! 
Ah! too remote to ward the ſhameful blow) | 
She ſees no kind domeſtic viſage near, 

And ſoon a flood of tears begins to flow z 


And gives « looſe at laft to unavailing woe. 


Bat ah ! r 
Or what device his loud laments explain ? 
The form uncouth of his diſguiſed face ? 
The pallid hue that dyes bis looks amain ? | 
The plenteous ſhow'r that does his cheek diftain ?- 
When be, in abje& wiſe, implores the dame, 

Ne hopeth aught of ſweet reprieve to gain; 
I eee 1 
proclaim. 


The otber tribe, aghaſt, MONSON =P} 
- Attend, and conn their taſks with meikle care: 

By turns, aſtony'd, ev'ry ewig ſurvey, FE 
And, from their fellow's hateful wounds, beware; 
ꝑKnowing, I wiſt, how each the ſame may ſhare ;; 
Till fear has taught them à performance meet, _ 
And to the well-known cheſt the dame repair; 
Whence oft with ſugar'd-cates ſhe doth them greet, 


And ginger-bread y-rare 3; now, certes, doubly Aveet ! 


See to their ſeats they hye with merry glee, _ 
And in beſeemly order firten there; | 


All, bat the wight of bum y-galled; he 
Abhorreth bench and ſtool, and fourm, and chair 


HI 
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{This hand in mouth y-fix'd, that reads his hair z) 
rr 
Convulſions intermitting! does declare 

His grievous wrong ; his dame's unjuſt beheſt; 


42 „„ 


His blooming F 
Which low to earth his drooping head declines, 

All ſmear'd and ſully'd by « vernal ſhow'r, 

O the hard boſorns of deſpotic pow'r! 

All, all, but ſhe, the author of his ſhame, 

All, all, but ſhe, regret this mouraful hour: 
Yet hence the youth, and hence the flow v ſhall claim, 


If ſo I deem aright, tranſcending worth and fame. 


Behind ſome door, in melancholy thought, | 
Mindleſs of food, he, dreary caitiff ! pines | | 
Ne for his fellow's joyance careth aught, 

But to the wind all merriment refignsz ; 

And deems it ſhame, if he to peace inclines ; 
And many a ſullen look aſkance is ſent, _, 
Which for his dame's annoyance he deſigns; 
And ſtill the more to pleaſure him ſhe's bent, 

he more doth he, perverſe, ber haviour paſt reſent, 


Ab me? bow much I fear leſt pride it be? 
But if that pride it be, which thus inſpires, 
Beware, ye dames, with nice diſcerament ſee, 
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Ah! better far than all the muſes lyres, 

All coward arts, is valour's gen'rous heat; 

The firm fixt breaſt which fit and right requires, 
Like Vzxxox's patriot ſoul; more juſtly great 
| Than eraft that pimps for ill, or flow'ry falſe deceit. 


Vet nurs'd with ſkill, what dazling fruits appear ! 
Ev'n now ſagacious foreſight points to ſhow 
A little bench of heedleſs biſhops here, 
And there a chancellour in-embryo, 
Or bard ſublime, if bard may e'er be ſo, ee 
As MilTon, Saakzer zan, names that ne'er 
Tho' now he crawl along the ground fo low, 
Nor weeting how the muſe ſhould ſoar on high, 
Wiſheth, poor ſtarv'ling elf | his paper kite may fly. 


And this perhaps, who, cent ' ting the deſign, 

Low lays the bouſe which that of cards doth build, 
Shall DENN 1s be ! if rigid fates incline, 

And many an epic to his rage ſhall yield; 

And many a poet quit th' Aonian field; : 
And, ſour'd by age, profound he ſhall appear, 
As he who now with ſdainful fury thrilld 
Surveys mine work; and levels many a ſneer, 
6 enn 

+ here? 


. 


But now Dax Puozzvs gains the middle fie, | 
And liberty unbars her priſon-door ; 

And like a ruſhing torrent out they fly, ; 
n cee han cover'd o'er 


m" -_ 


T in 


THE SCHOOL-MISTRESS. 13 


With boiſt'rous revel-rout and wild uproar 3 
A thouſand ways in wanton rings they run, 
Heay'n ſhield their ſhort-liv'd paſtimes, I implore! 


For well may freedom, erſt ſo.dearly won, 
Appear to Britiſh elf more gladſome than the ſun, 


Enjoy, poor imps ! enjoy your ſportive trade; 
And chaſe gay flies, and cull the faireſt flow'rs, 


For when my bones in graſs-green ſods are laid ; 
For never may ye taſte more careleſs hours 
In knightly caſtles, or in ladies bow'rs. 


O vain to ſeek delight in earthly thing! 

But moſt in courts where proud ambition tow'rs; 
Deluded wight! who weens fair peace can ſpring | 
Beneath the pompous dome of keſar or of king. 


See in each ſprite ſome various bent appear! 
Theſe rudely carol moſt incondite lay; 

Thoſe ſauntring on the green, with jocund leer 
Salute the ſtranger paſſing on his way; 

Some builden fragile tenements of clay; 
Some to the ſtanding lake their courſes bend, 
With peebles ſmooth at duck and drake to play; 
Thilk to the huxter's ſav'ry cottage tend, 


In paſtry Kings and queens th' allotted mite to ſpend. 


Here, as each ſeaſon yields a diff rent ſtore, 
Each ſeaſon's ſtores in order ranged been; 
Apples with cabbage-net y-cover'd o'er, 

Galling full fore th* es ll wight, are ſeen ; 
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And gooſe-b'rie clad in liv'ry red or green; 
And here of lov'ly die, the cath'rine pear, 

Fine pear l as-lovely for thy juice, I ween : 

O may no wight cer pennyleſs come there, ; 
Leſt ſmit with ardent love he pine with hopeleſs care ! 


See cherries here, ere cherries yet abound, 

Wich threed ſo white in tempting pofies ty d, 

Scatt ring like blooming maid their glances round, 

With pamper'd look draw little eyes afide ; | 

And muſt be bought, the* penury betide. 

The plumb all azure, and the nut all brown, 

And here each ſeaſon, do thoſe cakes abide, 

' Whoſe honour'd names th* inventive city own, 
Rend' ring ches · Britain's ade Salopia's prajſes known. 


Admir'd 84 Lor 14 ! that with venigl pride 
Eyes her bright form in Sevzrn's ambient wave, 
Fam'd for her loyal cares in perils try'd, 
Her daughters lovely, and her ſtriplings brave: 
Ah! midſt the reſt, may flowers his grave, 
Whoſe art did firſt theſe dulcet cates diſplay 1 
A motive fair to learning's-imps he gave, 
Who chearleſs o'er her darkling region ſtray; 
"Till reaſon's morn ariſe, and light them on their way, 


* Sunzwebonr cakes, 


e 
e 
M E M O R X. 17148. 


e jonny celeſtial maidi 

bo glean'ſt the flowrets cropt by time: 

And, ſuffering not a leaf to fade, | 
Preſerv'ſt the bloſſoms of our prime; 

Bring, bring thoſe moments to my mind 

When life was new, and Lzan1a kind. 


And bring that garland to my fight, 
With which my favour'd crook ſhe bound z 
And bring that wreath of roſes bright 
Which then my r 
And to my raptur d ear convey 
The gentle things the deign'd to ſay. 


And ſketch with care the muſe's bow'r, 
Where 1816 rolls her filver tide ; 
Nor yet omit one reed or flow'r 
That ſhines on Carnwail's verdant ſide 
If ſo thou. may'ſt thoſe hours prolong, 


When poliſh'd Lr con Jjoin'd my ſong. 


The ſong it "rails not to recite=nns. 

But ſure, to ſoothe our youthful dream, 

Thoſe banks and ftreams appear d more bright 

Than other banks, Won 8 
2 


16 ODE TO MEMORY, 


Or by thy ſoft ning pencil ſhewn, 
Aſſume they beauties not air own > 


And paint that ſweetly * FE 
When, all beneath the poplar bough, 
My ſpirits light, my ſoul ſerene, 
I breath'd in verſe one cordial vow ; 
That nothing ſhould my ſoul inſpire, 
But friendſhip warm, and love entire. 


Dull to the ſenſe of new delight, 
On thee the drooping muſe attends ; 
As ſome fond lover, robb'd of fight, 


On thy expreſſive power depends; 


Nor would exchange thy glowing lines, 


To live the lord of all that ſhines. 


- But let me chaſe thoſe vows 


Which at ambition's ſhrine I 
Nor ever let thy fill diſplay 
Thoſe anxious moments, ill repaid: 


| Oh! from my breaſt that ſeaſon raſe, 


And bring my childhood in its place. 


Ding me the belle, the rattle bring, 
And bring the hobby I beſtrode; 
When pleas'd, in many a ſportive ring, 
: Around the room I jovial rode: 
 Ev'n let me bid my lyre adieu, 
And bring the whiſtle that I blew. > 


; 17 
Oo V. 


Then ſay, 
and penſive . 
3 
PR rden , 
1 innocence allow d to waſte 
Ambi . 
uk for pleaſure y 
But * 
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„„ 
PRINCESS ELIZABETH: 


A Ballad alluding to a ſtory recorded of her, when the 
was priſoner at Woops rock, 1554. 


WEL you hear how once repining 
Great EL1z A captive lay? 
Each ambitious thought reſigning, 

| Foe to cies, pomp, and ſway ? 


While the nymphs and ſwains delighted 
Tript around in all their pride; 
Envying joys by others lighted, 
Thus the royal maiden cry'd. 


0 Bred on plains, or born in vallies, 
Who would bid thoſe ſcenes adieu? 
Stranger to the arts of malice, 
Who would ever courts purſue ? 


Malice never taught to treaſure, 
Cenſure never taught to bear: 

Love is all the ſhepherd's pleaſure; 
Love is all the damſel's care. 


How can they of humble ſtation 
Vainly blame the pow'rs above? 
4 (on the diſpenſation | 
Wich allo vs them all to love ? 


f * 


THE PRINCESS ELIZABETH „ 


Love like air is widely tives 
Pow'r nor chance can theſe reſtrain ; 


Only pureſt on the plain ! 


Peers can no ſuch charms diſcover, 
As, on Sundays, does the lover 
With. his noſegay on his breaſt, 


Pinks and roſes in profuſion, 
Said to fade when CnLoz's near; 
Fops may uſe the ſame alluſion ; 
But the ſhepherd is fincere. 


Hark to yonder milk-maid finging 
_— Hy CO ee eee 


Never yet did courtly maiden 
Move ſo ſprightly, look ſo fair z 

L breaſt with jewels laden 
Pour a ſong ſo void of care, 


Me ſome rural damſel's part! 
All the empire I had wanted 
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Then, with him, o'er hills and mountains, 

. + Free from fetters, might I rove : 

Fearleſs taſte the cryſtal fountains ; 
Peaceful fleep beneath the grove. 


Ruſtics had been more forgiving 3 
Partial to my virgin bloom : 

None had envy'd me when living: 
None bad triumph'd o'er my tomb.” 


ODE to a Young Lady, 


Somewhat too ſolicitous about her manner 
of Expreſſion. 


GURVEY, my fair! that lucid ſtream 
Adown the ſmiling valley ſtray 
Would art atternpt, or fancy dream, 
To regulate its winding way ? 


So pleas'd I view thy ſhining hair 
In looſe diſhevel'd ringlets flow: 
Not all thy art, not all thy care 
Can there one ſingle grace beſtow, 


Survey again that verdant hill, 
With native plants enamel'd o'er; 
Say, can the painter's utmoſt {kill - 
laſtruct one flow'r to pleaſe us more? 


As vain it were, with artful dye, | 

To change the bloom thy cheeks diſcloſe ; 
And oh my Lavza, ere ſhe try, 

With freſh vermilion paint the roſe. 


Hark, how the wood-lark's tuneful throat 
Can ev'ry ſtudy'd grace excel; 

Let art conſtrain the rambling note, 
And will ſhe, La uA, pleaſe fo well? 


an ODE TO A YOUNG LADY. 


Oh ever keep thy native eaſe, 

| By no pedantic law confin'd | | 

For Lana! voice is form'd to pleaſe, 
So Lavna's words be not unkind. 


INSCRIPTION. 
(beſide « ſmall Root-houſe.) 


ERE in cool grot and moſſy cell, 
We rural fays and Faeries dwell ; 
Tho' rarely ſeen by mortal eye, 

When the pale moon, aſcending high, 
Darts thro* yon limes her quivering ben, 
We frifk it near theſe cryſtal fireams. 


Her beams reflected from the wave, 
Afford the light our revels crave ; 
The turf, with daifies broider'd o'er, 
Exceeds, we wot, the Parian floor; 
Nor yet for artful ſtrains we call, 
But liſten to the water's fall. 


Would you then taſte our tranquil ſcene, 
Be ſure your boſoms be ſerene ; 
Devoid of hate, devoid of ſtrife, 

Devoid of all that poiſons life: 

And much it vails you in their place, 
To graft the love of human race. 


And tread with awe theſe favour'd bowers, 
Nor wound the ſhrubs, nor bruiſe the flowers 
So may your path with ſweets abound! 

So may your couch with reſt be crown'd?! 

But harm betide the wayward ſwain, 

Who dares our hallow'd haunts profane! 


INSCRIPTION. 


Let me haunt this peaceful ſhade; 
Nor let ambition e'er invade - 
The tenants of this bower 
That ſhun her and light her power. 


Hither the peaceful Halcyon flies 

Fron ſocial meads, and open ſkies 
Pleas d by this rill her courſe to ſteer, 

And hide her ſapphire plumage here. 


The trout bedropt with crimſon ſtains, _ 
Forſakes the rivers proud domains ; 
| Forſakes the ſun's unwelcome gleam, 
To lurk within this humble ſtream. 


And ſure I hear the Naiad ſay, 

Flow, flow, my ſtream, this devious way, 

& Tho? lovely foft thy murmurs are, | 

« Thy waters lovely cool and fair. | | 


«Flow, gentle ſtream, nor let the vain 
© Thy ſmall unſully'd ſtores diſdain: 
Nor let the penſive ſage rapine, 
« Whoſe latent courſe reſembles thine. * 


INSCRIPTION- 
T o VENUS. 


Semi reduce Venus.“ 


T* 0 Venus Venus here retir's 
| My ſober vows I pay; | 
Not her on Paphian plains admir'd 


The bold, the pert, the gay. 


Not her, whoſe am'rons leer prevail'd 
To bribe the Phrygian boy; 

Not her who, clad in armour fail'd, 
To ſave diſaſt'rous Troy. 


| Freſh rifing from the foamy tide, 
She ev'ry boſom warms ; 
While half. withdrawn ſhe ſeems to hide, 
And half-reveals, her charms. © 


Learn hence, ye boaſtful ſons of taſte, 
Who plan the rural ſhade; 

Learn hence to ſhun the vicious waſte 
Of pomp, at large diſplay d. 


Let ſweet concealment's magic art 
— _ Your mazy bounds inveſt ; 
And while the fight unveils a part, 
Let fancy paint the reſt. 

C 


. 


6 lin cAirrro n 


Let coy reſerve with coſt unite 
To grace your wood or field ; 
No ray obtruſive pall the ſight, 
in ext you pain; or dan. 


And far be driven the ſumptuous glare 
Of from Britiſh groves ; 
Of China's vain alcoves. 


"Tis baſhful beauty ever twines 
The moſt coercive chain; 


"Tis ſhe, that ſovereign rule declines, 
Who beſt deſerves to reign. br 
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ON A GOTHIC ALEOVE. 
O You that bathe in courtly blyſſe, 
Or toyle in fortune's giddy ſpheare z 
Do not too raſhly deem amyſſe . 
Of him, that bydes contented here. . 45 


Nor yet diſdeigne the ruſſet ſtoale, 

Which o'er each carleſſe lymbe he flyngs: 
Nor yet deryde the beechen bowle, 

In which he quaſfs the lympid ſprings. 


Forgive him, if at eve or dawne, | 8 
Deyoide of worldlye carke he fray; g 

Or all befide ſome flowerye lawne, 
He waſte his inoffenſive daye. 


So may he pardonne fraud and ſtrife, 
If ſuch in courtlye haunt he fee : 


For faults there beene in buſye life, 
From which theſe peaceful glennes are free, 
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INSCRIPTION 


ON A SHEEP-COTE. 


HEPHERD, would'ft thou here obtain 

Pleaſure unalloy'd with pain ? | 
Joy that ſuits the rural ſphere ? 
. ſhepherd, lend an ear. 


Learn to reliſh calm delight, 
Verdant vales and fountains bright; 
Trees that nod on ſloping hills, 
Caves that echo n. rills. 


If thou can't 80 charin diſcloſe 
In the ſimpleſt bud that blows; 
Go, forſake thy plain and fold, - 
Join the crowd, and toil for gold. 


Tranquil pleaſures never cloy ; 
Baniſh each tumultuous joy: 


All but love—for love inſpires 


Fonder wiſhes, warmer hres. 


Love and all it's joys be thine— 
Vet ere thou the reins reſign, 
Hear what reaſon ſeems to ſay, 
Hear attentive, and obey, 


"4 Crimſon leaves the roſe adorn, - 
„ But beneath em lurks a thorn ; 


* Pair and flow'ry is the brake, 
Vet it hides the vengeful ſnake, 


vain, * 
| the ſheep, can 


e dreſs, | 
« Thog x, and freely told. 
Well conceiv'd, 
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ſweeten thy repoſe, . 
288 buds, the fountain | _ 
3 r 
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NANCY OF THE VALE. 
AAAS: 


Nerine Galatea ! thymno mihi dulcior Hyblae | / 
Candidior cygnis,  hedera formoſior alba ! 


TH weſtern ſky was purpled o'er 
With ev'ry pleaſing ray: 
And flocks reviving felt no more 
The ſultry heats of day: 


When from an hazle's artleſs bower 
Soft-warbled Srarrnon's tongue; 
He bleſt the ſcene, he bleſt the hour, 
While Naxcr's praiſe he ſung. . 


« Let tops with fickle falſhood range 

The paths of wanton love, F 

While weeping maids lament their change, 
And ſadden every grove: 


But endleſs bleſſings crown the day 
I faw fair EsuAu's dale! 
And ev'ry bleſſing find its way 
To Nancy of the Vale. 


"Twas from Avon A's banks the maid 
Diffus'd her lovely beams; 
And ev'ry ſhining glance diſplay d 
The naiad of the Rreams, - 


4 NANCY OF THE VALE. | 


Soft as the wild duck's tender young, 
That float on Avow's tide ; 


Bright as the water-lily, ſprung, 
And glittering near its ſide, - 


Freſh as the bordering flowers, her bloom : 
Her eye, all mild to view; 

The little halcyon's azure plume 
Was never half fo blue. - 


Her ſhape was like the reed fo ſleek, ' 
$0 taper, ſtrait, and fair ; 

Her dimpled ſmile, her bluſhing cheek, 
How charming ſweet they were! 


Far in the winding Vale retir'd, 
This peerleſs bud I found; 
And ſhadowing rocks, and woods conſpir d 
To fence her beauties round, : 


That nature in ſo lone a dell 
Should form a nymph ſo ſweet ! 
Or fortune to her ſecret cell 


Gay lordlings ſought her for their bride, 

But ſhe would ne'er incline : | 

© Prove to your equals true, ſhe oy 'd, 
As I will prove to mine. 


4 NANCY OF THE VALE. 


"Tis STzzr non, on the mountain's brow, 
Has won my right good will ; | 
Fo him I gave my plighted vow, 

Wich him I'll climb the hill,” 


- 


Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 
I claſp'd the conſtant fair ; : | 
To her alone I gave my youth, ; | 
And vow my future care. 


And when this vow Wall faickleſs prove, 


Or l thoſe charms forego; | 
The ſtream that ſaw our tender love, © 


THE 
D f N "£10; 


Optima quæque dies miſeris mortalibus ævi | 
Prima fugit Vino. 


A Tear bedews my Delia's eye, 

To think yon playful kid muſt die; 
From cryſtal ſpring, and flowery mead, 
Muſt, in his prime of life, recede! 


Erewhile, in ſportive circles round 
She ſaw him wheel, and friſk, and bound 
From rock to rock purſue his way, 


And, on the fearfal margin, play. EE 


Heas'd on his various freaks to dwell, 
She ſaw him climb my ruſtic cell; 
Thence eye my lands with verdure bricht, 
And ſeem all raviſh'd at the light. 


| She tells, with what delight he ſtood, 
To trace his features in the flood: 
Then ſkipꝰd aloof with quaint amaze ; _ 
And eee —_— — ĩͤ v 


| She tells me how with eager ſpeed. P 

He flew, to hear my vocal reed; Men i 
And how, with critic face profound, 2 
And ſtedfaſt ear, devour'd the found, Þ_» 
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His ev'ry frolic, light as air, 
Deſerves the gentle DzL1a's care; 
And tears bedew her tender eye, 

To think the playful kid muſt die. 


But knows my DzL14, timely wile, 
Ho ſoon this blameleſs era flies? 
While violence and craft ſucceed ; 
Unfair deſign, and ruthleſs deed ! 


- Soon would the vine his wounds deplore, 
And yield her purple gifts no more . 
Ah ſoon, eras'd from ev'ry grove 

Were DzL1a's name, and Srazraon's love. 


No mote thoſe bow'rs might STzz2 non (ee, 
Where firſt he fondly gaz d on thee; 
No more thoſe beds of flow'rets find, 
Which for thy charming brows he twin'd, 


Each wayward paſſion ſoon would tear 
His boſom, now ſo void of care; 

And, when they left his ebbing vein, 

What, but inſipid age, n 


6 ets es ts. 

That gave his life ſo ſhort a date; 

And I will join thy tendereſt ſighs, 
To think that youth ſo ſwiftly flies ! 


4 


SONGS, written n chiefly between the 
Year 1737 and 1 142. 


80NG L 


| I Told my nyraph, I told her true, 

My fields were ſmall, my flocks were few; 
While faultering accents ſpoke my fear, 
That FLavia might not prove ſincere. 


Of crops deſtroy'd by vernal cold, _ 
And vagrant ſheep that left my folds 
Of theſe ſhe beard, yet bore to hear 
And is not FLavia then fincere? 


How chang'd by fortune*s fickle wind, 
The friends I loy'd became unkind, 
She heard, and ſhed a gen'rous tear : 
And is not FLAVIA then ſincere? 


How, if the deign'd my love de ble, 
My FLav1a muſt not hope for dreſs z 
This too ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear; 
And af, hav ſure muſt be lincere. 


Go ſhear your flocks, ye jovial ſwains, 

Go reap the plenty of your plains ; 

 _ Deſpoil'd of all which you revere, 
I know my FLavia's love fincere, 
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80 N G IV. ru Sxry-LARX. 


80 caneful bird, that glad'ſt the fries, 
To Daruns's window ſpeed thy way 3 
And there on quiv'ring pinions riſe, 

And there thy vocal art diſplay, 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong, 

Tell her the ſounds that ſoothe her ear, 

To Damon's native plains belong. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array d, 
The bird from Indian groves may ſhine ; 
But aſk the lovely partial maid, 
Wan WIE bs thine > 


Then bid her treat you witleſe bes, | 
And all his flaunting race with ſcorn; 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 


SONG V. 


Ah} ego non aliter triſtes evincere morb:e 
Optarem, quam te fic quoque velle putem, 


N every tree, in every plain, 

I trace the jovial ſpring in vain! 
A fickly langour veils mine eyes, 
And faſt my waning vigour flies. 


Nor flow'ry plain, nor budding tree, 
That ſmile on others, ſmile on me; 
Mine eyes from death ſhall court repoſe, 
Nor ſhed a tear before they cloſe. 


What bliſs to me can ſeaſons bring ? 
Or, what the needleſs pride of ſpring ? 
The cypreſs bough, that ſuits the bier, 
| Retains its verdure all the year, 


"Tis true, my vine fo freſh and fair, 
Might claim awhile my wonted care; 
My rural ſtore ſome pleaſure yield; 

So white a flock, ſo green a field ! 


*My friends, that each in kindneſs vie, 
Might well expect one parting ſigh ; 
Might well demand one tender tear; 
For when was Damon unſincere? 

D 
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But ere I aſk once more to view 
Yon ſetting fun his race renew, 
Inform me, ſwains; my friends, declare, 
Will pitying DzL1a join the prayer? 


s O N XVII. 


Written in a Collection 40 BAeCnanailian 
Songs, 


DIE, ye jovial youths, who join 

To plunge old care in floods of wine; 
And, as your dazled eye-balls roll, 
Diſcern him ſtruggling in the bowl. 


Not yet is hope ſo wholly flown, 
Not yet is thought ſo tedious grown, 


But limpid ſtream and ſhady tree 
Retain, as yet, ſome ſweets for me. 


And ſee, thro' younder ſilent grove, 
See yonder does my Dar Ax rove: 
With pride her footſteps I purſue, 
And bid your frantic joys adieu. 


The ſole confuſion I admire, 

Is that my Daynanz's eyes inſpire + 
1 ſcorn the madneſs you approve, 
And value reaſon next to love. 


s O NG xvIl 


Imitated from the Faenxcu. 


y=s theſe are the ſcenes where with Iris I ſtray'd, 
But ſhort was her ſway for ſo lovely.a maid! 

In the bloom of ber youth to a cloiſter ſhe run; 

In the bloom of her graces, too fair for a nun! 

Il grounded, no doubt, 4 devotion muſt prove 

So fatal to beauty, ſo killing to love 


Wann the ſhrubs ne 
. Once the ſcene of my pleaſures, the ſcene of my paias; 
How many ſoft moments I ſpent in this grove ! 

How fair was my nymph ! and how fervent my love! 
Re till tho", my heart ! thine emotion give o'er; 
Remember, the ſeaſon of love is no more. | 


Wich 5 how I ſtray'd amid fountains and bow re, 

Or loiter'd behind and collected the flow'rs! 
Then breathleſs with ardor my fair-one purſu'd, 
And to think with what kindneſs my garland ſhe view'd! 
But be ſtill, my fond heart! this emotion give o'er ; 
Fain wouldſt thou forget thou muſt love her no more. 


"VE © 8 B'S 


Written towards the cloſe of the Year 1748, (% 
WiLlLiam LyYTTaeLTon, Ef g ; 


| He blithely paſs the ſummer's day ! 
, How bright was ev'ry flow'r! 

. While friends arriv'd, in circles gay, 
Too viſit Damon's bow'r! 


But now, with ſilent ſtep, I range 
Along ſome lonely ſhore; 
And Damon's bew'r, alas the change 
Is gay with friends no more. 
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Away to crowds and cities borne 
In queſt of joy they ſteer; 
Whilſt I, alas! am left forlorn, 
To weep the-parting year! 


O penſive Autumn! how I grieve 
Thy ſorrowing face to ſee! _ 
When languid ſuns are taking lea ve 

Of every drooping tree. 
Ah let me not, with heavy eye, 
This dying ſcene ſurvey! - e 
Haſte, Winter, haſte; uſurp the f A 
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| Ill can I bear the motley caſt 
Yon fickening leaves retain ; 
That fpeak at once of pleaſure paſt, 


At home unbleſt, I gaze around, 
My diſtant ſcenes require; 

Where all in murky vapours drown'd. 
Are hamlet, hill, and fpire. 


Tho Tuonson, ſweet deſcriptive bard l. 
laſpiring Autumn ſung; | 
Yet how ſhould, we the months 


That ſtopp'd his flowing tongue ? 


Ah luckleſs months, of all the reſt, 
To whoſe bard ſhare it fell! 
For ſure he was the gentleſt breaſt 

That ever ſung ſo well. 


* 


And ſee, the ſwallows now diſown 
The roofs they lov'd before; | 

Each, like his tuneful genius, flown 
To glad ſome happier ſhore. 


The wood-nymph eyes, with pale affright, 
Tbe ſportiman's frantic deed; *© 


While hounds and borns and yells unite 
To drown the muſe's reed. 
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WILLIAM LYTTE LTON. 


Ye fields with blighted herbage brown! 
Ye Kies no longer blue! 

Too much we feel from fortune PEDEY | 

To bear theſe frowns from you. 


Where is the mead's unſullied green! 

The zephyt's balmy gale? _ | 

And where ſweet friendſhip's cordial mien, 
That ö every vor EF. 


What tho” the vine diſcloſe We dyes, 
And boaſt her purple ſtare; 

Not all the vineyard's rich ſupplies. 

Can ſoothe our ſorrows more, 


He! he is gone, whoſe moral ſtrain. _ 
Could wit and mirth refine; 

He ! he is gone, whoſe ſocial vein, 

Surpaſe d the pow'r of wine. 


Faſt by the ſtreams he deign'd to praiſe, 
ln yon ſequeſter'd grove, 
To him a votive urn I raiſe; 


To him, and friendly love. 
Yes there, my friend ! wie. 


I grave your Tnomson's name; 
And there, his lyre; which fate forbad 
To ſound your growing fame. 
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| There ſhall my plaintive ſong recount 
Dark themes of hopeleſs woe ; 

And, faſter than the dropping fount, | 
ru | 


There leaves, in ſpits. of Autema green, ar” 
Shall ſhade the hallow'd ground; + oo 
And Spring will there again be ſeen, 

To call forth flowers around. 


But no. kind ſuns will bid me Ms, "_ 
Once more, his ſocial hour; 

Ah Spring! thou never canſt repair 
This loſs to Danon's bow'r. 


—— 
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He — how ſoon the pleaſing novelty of life lo 
over. To Mr. J.— 


Aug my friend! it will not, will not laſt ; 
This fairy-ſcene, that cheats our youthful eyes! 
The charm diſſolves; th' aerial muſic's paſt ; | 
The banquet ceaſes, and the viſion flies, 


* 
Where are the ſplendid forms, the rich perfumes, 
Where the gay tapers, where the ſpacious dome ? 
Vaniſh'd the coſtly pearls, the crimſon plumes, 
And we, delightleſs, left to wander home} 


Vain now are books, the ſage's wiſdom vain T 
What has the world to bribe our ſteps aſtray ? 
Ere reaſon learns by ſtudy'd laws to reign, 
The weaken'd paſſions, ſelf-ſubdued, obey. 


Scarce has the ſun ſev'n annual courſes roll'd; 
Scarce ſhewn the whole that fortune can ſupply z 
Since, not the miſer ſo careſs'd his gold, 
As I, for what it gave, was heard to figh, 


On the world's ſtage I wiſh'd ſome ſprightly part; 
To deck my native fleece with tawdry lace; 
"Twas life, *twas taſte, and—oh my fooliſh heart l 


Subſtantial joy was fix'd in pow'r and place. 


4 
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And you, ye works of art ! allur'd mine eye, 
The breathing picture, and the living ſtone : 
« Tho! gold, tho' ſplendour, heav'n and fate deny. 
Vet might I call one Titian ſtroke my own!” 


Smit with the charms of fame, whoſe lovely ſpoil, . | 


The wreath, the garland, ſire the Poet's pride, 
I trim'd my lamp, conſum'd the midnight oi 
But ſoon the paths of health and fame divide ! 


a : - 
Oſt too I pray'd, twas nature ſorm'd the pray'r, 
To grace my native ſcenes, my rural home ; 
To ſee my trees expreſs their planters care, 
And gay, on Attic models, raiſe my dome. 


But now tis o'er, he dear deluſion's o'er ! 

A ſtagnant bree: leſs air becalms my ſoul: 
A fond aſpiriag candidate no more, 

I ſcorn the palm, before I reach the goal. 


O youth! enchanting ſtage. profuſely bleſt ! 
Bliſs ev'n obtruſive courts the frolic mind; 
Of health neglectful, yet by health careſt; 

Careleſs of favour, yet ſecure to find. 


Then glows the breaſt, as op'ning roſes fair ; 
More free, more vivid than the linnet's wing ; 

Honeſt as light, tranſparent ev'n as air, 
Tender as budz, and laviſh as the ſpring. 
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Not all the force e active might, 
Not all the craft to ſubtle age aſſign'd, 

Not ſcience ſhall extort that dear delight, 
Which gay deluſion gave the tender mind, 


Adieu ſoft raptures ! tranſports void of care! 
Parent of raptures, dear deceit, adieu! 
\ And you, ber daughters, pining with deſpair, 
Why, why ſo ſoon her fleeting ſteps purſue} 


Tedious again to curſe the drizling day |! 
Again to trace the wintry tracts of ſnow ! 

Or, ſooth'd by vernal airs, again ſurvey Wo, 
The ſelf-ſame hawthorns bud, and cowſlips blow 


O life! how ſoon of ev'ry bliſs forlorn ! 
We ſtart falſe joys, and urge the devious race: 
A tender prey ; that chears our youthful mora, 
Then ſinks untimely, and defrauds the chace. 


= 4 4 
On the untimely deach of a certain learnedacquaintance. 


T* proud PY0MAL1ON quit his cumbrous frame, 

4 Funereal pomp the ſcanty tear ſupplies; 
Whilſt heralds loud with venal voice proclaim, 

Lo! here the brave and the puiſſant lies. 


When humbler Alcon leaves his drooping friends, 
Pageant nor plume diſtinguiſh ALcon's bier; 
The faithful muſe with votive ſong attends, © 

And blots the mournful numbers with a tear. 


Hie little knew the ſly penurious art ; MS: 


That odious art which fortune's fav'rites know; 


Form'd to beſtow, he felt the warmeſt heart, 
But envious fate forbade him to beſtow. 


He little knew to ward the ſecret wound; | 
He little knew that mortals cou'd enſnare; 
Virtue he knew the nobleſt joy he found, 
To fing ber glories, and to paint ber fair ! 


In was he ſxill d to guide his wand'ring ſheep 
And unforeſeen diſaſter thin'd his fold ; 

Yet, at another's loſs, the ſwain would weep z 
And, for his friend, his very crook were ſold, 


| Ve ſons of wealth l protect the muſe's train: "IT, 
From winds protect them, and with food ſupply 

Ah! helpleſs they, to ward the threaten'd pain! — 
The meagre famine, and the wint'ry ſky 1 
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He lov'd a nymph : amidft his lender tore, 

He dar'd to love; and Cx THA was his theme; 
He breath'd his plaints along the rocky ſhore, 

They only echo'd o'er the winding ſtream, 


is nymph was fair , the ſweeteſt bud that blows, 
Revives leſs lovely from the recent ſhow'r ; 


80 Pn1LoMEL enamour'd eyes the roſe ; 
Sweet bird; enamour'd of the ſweeteſt flow'r! 


He lov'd the muſe ; ſhe taught him to complain z 
He ſaw his tim'rous loves on her depend; 

He lov'd the muſe, altho' ſhe taught in vain; 
He lov'd the muſe, for ſhe was virtue's friend. 


She guides the foot that threads on Parian floors 3 
She wins the ear when formal pleas are vainz 
She tempts patricians from the fatal doors 
Of vice's brothel, forth to virtue's fane, 


He wiſh'd for wealth, for much he wiſh to give; 
He griev'd that virtue might not wealth obtain; 

Piteous of woes, and hopeleſs to relieve, 
The penſive proſpect ſadden'd all his ſtrain, 


I faw him faint ! I faw him fink to reſt! | 

Like one ordain'd to ſwell the vulgar throng 
As tho? the virtues had not warm'd his breaſt, 
As tho' the muſes not inſpir'd his tongue. 


hn 


I ſaw his bier ignobly croſs the plain ; 
Saw peaſant hands the pious rite ſupply : 

The generous ruſtics mourn'd the friendly ſwain, 
But pow'r and wealth's unvarying cheek was dry ! 


Such Alcon fell; ia meagre want forloro ! 


Where were ye then ye pow'rful patrons, where ? 


| Wou'd ye the purple ſhould your limbs adorn, 


Oo waſh the conſcious blemiſh with a tear, 
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Deſcribing the ſorrow of an ingenuous mind, on the 
* event of a licentions amour, 


WHY e friend! why weeps his dawncaſt 


5 where fancy us · d to ſhine Þ 
Thy chearful meads reprove that ſwelling ſigh ; 
Spring ne'er enamel'd fairer meads than thine, 


Art thou not lodg'd in fortune's warm embrace ? 
Wert thou not form'd by nature's partial care? 
Bleſt in thy ſong, and bleſt in ev'ry grace 
That wins the friend, or that enchants the fair ? 


Damon, faid he, thy partial praiſe reſtrain; 
Not Damon's friendſhip can my peace reſtore ; 
Alas ! his very praiſe awakes my pain, . 
And my poor wounded boſom bleeds the more. 


For oh! that nature on ray birth had frown'd! i 
Or fortune fix'd me to ſome lowly cell! 

Then had my boſom 'ſcap'd this fatal wound, 

Nor had I bid theſe vernal ſweets, farewel. 


But led by fortune's hand, her darling child, 
My youth her vain licentious bliſs admir'd ; 
In fortune's train the ſyren flatt ry ſmil'd, 
And raſhly ballow'd all her queen inſpir d. 
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Of folly ſtudious, ev*'n of vices vain, 
Ah vices! gilded by the rich and gay ! 
I chas'd the guileleſs daughters of the plain, 
Nor dropt my chace, till ]Jzssy was my prey. 


Poor artleſs maid ! to ſtain thy ſpotleſs name, 
Expence, and art, and toil, united ſtrove ; 
To lure a breaſt that felt the pureſt flame, 
Suſtain'd by virtue, but betray'd by Tove. 
School'd in the ſcience of love's mazy wiles, 
I cloath'd each feature with affefted ſcorn ; 
I ſpoke of jealous doubts, and fickle ſmiles, 
And, feigning, left her anxious and forlorn, 


Then, while the fancy'd rage alarm'd her care, 
Warm to deny, and zealous to diſprove ; 

bade my words the wonted ſoftneſs wear, 
And ſeiz'd the minute of returning love. 


To thee, my Da ox, dare I paint the reſt ? 
Will yet thy love a candid ear tncline > 

Aſſur'd that virtue, by misfortune preſt, 
Feels not the ſharpneſs of a pang like mine. 


Nine envious moons matur'd her growing ſhame ; 
Ere while to flaunt it in the face of day; 

Whea ſcorn'd of virtue, ſtigmatiz'd by fame, 
Low at my feet deſponding ISSN lay, 
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* Hzenzy, ſhe ſaid, by thy dear form ſubdu'd, 
See the ſad reliques of a nymph undone ! 

I find, I find this rifing ſob renew'd : 
I ſigh in ſhades, and ficken at the ſun, 


Amid the dreary gloom of night, I cry, | 
When will the morn's once pleaſing ſcenes return 
Yet what can morn's returning ray ſupply, 
But foes that triumph, or but friends that mourn ! 


Alas I no more that joyous morn appears 
That led the tranquil hours of ſpotleſs fame 3 
For I have ſteep'd a father's couch in tears, 
And ting'd a mother's glowing cheek with ſhame; 


The vocal birds that Taiſe their matin ſtrain, | 
The ſportive lambs, increaſe my penſive moan 

All ſeem to chaſe me from the chearful plain, 
And talk of truth and innocence alone. 


If thro* the garden's flow'ry tribes I tray, 
Where bloom the jaſmins that could once allure. 
Hope not to find delight in us, they ſay, 
| For we are ſpotleſs, Jzzsy 3 we are pure. 


Ye flow'rs ! that well reproach a nymph ſo frail,. 
Say, could ye with my virgin fame compare ? 
The brighteſt bud that ſcents the vernal gale 
Was not ſo fragrant, and was not fo fair, 
| 
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Now the grave old alarm the gentler young; 
And all my fame's abhorr'd contagion flee; 

Trembles each lip, and faulters every tongue, 
That bids the morn propitious ſmile on me. 


Thus for your ſake I ſhun each human eye; 
I bid the ſweets of blooming youth adieu; 
To die I languiſh, but I dread to die, 
Leſt my ſad {ate ſhou'd nouriſh pangs for you. 


Raiſe me from earth; the pains of want remove, 
And let me filent ſeek ſome friendly ſhore ; 
There only, baniſh'd from the form I love, 


My weeping virtue ſhall relapſe no more. 


Be but my friend ; I aſk no dearer name; 
Be ſuch the meed of ſome more art ful fair; 


Nor could it heal my peace, or chaſe my ſhame, 
That pity gave, what love refus'd to ſhare. 


Force not my tongue to aſk its ſcanty bread; 
Nor hurl thy Jzs5y to the vulgar crew; 
Net ſuch the parent's board at which I fed ! 

Not ſuch the precept from his lips I drew ! 


Haply, when age has filver'd o'er my hair, 
Malice may learn to ſcorn ſo mean a ſpoil ;- 
Envy may flight a face no longer fair; 
And pity, welcome, to my native ſoil.” 


0 
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to dota Hick rms 
Nor could theſe hands a niggard boon aflign ; - 
Grateful ſhe claſp'd me in a laſt embrace, 
FF 


I ſaw her foot the lofty bark. aſcend ; 
I ſaw her breaſt-with ev'ry paſſion ſnares . 
I left her—torn from ey'ry earthly friend; 
Oh 1 my hard boſom, which could bear to leave! 


Brief let me be; the fatal ſtorm aroſe ; 

The billows rag'd ; the pilot's art was vain 
O'er the tall maſt the circling ſurges cloſe ; 

My Jsszx—floats upon the wat'ry plain! 


And—ſee my youth's impetuous fires decay; 
Seek not to ſtop refletion's bitter tear; 

But warn the frolic, and inſtru the gay, 

From JIxssv floating on her wat'ry bier! 
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"JEMMY DAWSON, 
A BALLAD;z. 


Written about the Time of his Execution, in the Year 
| 1745» 


nr Iiſten to my mournful tale, 
Ye tender hearts and lovers dear; 
Nor will you ſcorn to heave a ſigh, 
Nor need you. bluſh to ſhed a tear, 


And thou, dear K1TTY, peerleſs maid; 
Do thou a penſive ear incline ; 

For thou canſt weep at every woe 3 
And pity every plaint—but mine. 


Young Dawsor was a gallant boy, 
A brighter never trod the plain; 
And well he lov'd one charming maid, 
And dearly was he lov'd again. 


One tender maid, ſhe lov'd him dear, 
Of gentle blood the damſel came; 
And faultleſs was her beauteous ſorm, 
And ſpotleſs was her virgin fame. 


But curſe on party's hateful ſtrife, 
That led the favour'd youth aſtray ; 
The day the rebel clans appear'd, 
O had he never ſeen that day! 


JEMMY DAWSON. 


Their colours and their ſaſh he wore, 
And in the fatal dreſs was found ; 
And now he muſt that death endure, 


Which gives the brave the keeneſt wound. 


How pale was then his true-love's cheek, 
When Jemary's ſentence reach'd her car! 
For never yet did Alpine ſnows 


So pale, or yet ſo chill appear, 


With faultering voice, ſhe weeping ſaid; 
Oh Dawson, monarch of my heart; 
Think not thy death ſhall end our loves, 
For thou and I will never part. G 


Yet might ſweet mercy find a place, 
And bring relief to Jenny's woes; 

O GrorGe, without a pray'r for thee, 
My ori ſons ſhould never cloſe. 


The gracious prince that gave him life, 
Would crown a never-dying flame 
And every tender babe I bore 
Should learn to liſp the giver's name. 


But tho' he ſhould be dragg'd in ſcorn 
To yonder ignominious tree 

He ſhall not want one conſtant friend 
To ſhare the cruel fates* decree. 
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O then her mourning coach was call'd, 
The fledge mov'd flowly on before ; 
Tho" borne in « triumphal car, 
She had not lov'd her fav'rite more. 


| She follow'd him, prepar'd to view, 
The terrible beheſts of law ; 

And the laſt ſcene of Jaunry's woes, 
With calm and ſtedfaſt eye ſhe ſaw. 


Which the had fondly lov'd ſo long; 
And ſtifled was that tuneful breath, 
Which in her praiſe had ſweetly ſung 3 


And ſever'd was that beauteous neck, 
Round which her arms had fondly clos d; 
And mangled was that beauteous breaſt, 
On which her loveſick head repos'd: 


And raviſh'd was that conſtant heart, 
She did to ev*ry heart prefer; = 
For tho? it could its king forget, 


Amid thoſe unrelenting flames, 

She bore this conſtant heart to ſee 3 
But when twas moulder'd into duſt, 
_ Yet, yet, ſhe cry'd, 1 follow thee. 


JEMMY DAWSON. 9 


My death, my death alone can ſhew 
The pure, the laſting love I bore; 
Accept, O heav'n! of woes like ours, 
And let us, let us weep no more. 


The diſmal ſcene was o'er and paſt, 

The lover's mournful hearſe retir'd; 
The maid drew back her languid head, 

And ſighing forth his name, expir d. 


Tho? juſtice ever muſt prevail, 
The tear my Kir r ſheds, is due 3 
For ſeldom ſhall ſhe hear a tale 


So (ad, ſo tender, yet ſo true, 
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Written in 1743. 


HE fatal hours are wonderous near, 
That, from theſe fountains, bear my _ 
A little ſpace is given; in vain; 
She robs my ſight, andſhuns the plain, 


A little ſpace, for me to prove 

My boundleſs flame, my endleſs love; 
And like the train of vulgar hours, 
Javidious time that ſpace devours, 


Near yonder beech-is DeLta's way, 
On that I gaze the livelong day ; 

No eaſtern monarch's dazzling pride 
Should draw my longing eyes aſide. 


The chief that knows of ſuccours nigh, 
And ſees his mangled legions die, 
Caſts not a more impatient glance, 

To ſee the loitering aids advance. 


Not more, the ſchool boy that expires 
Far from his native home, requires 
To ſee ſome friend's familiar face, 

Or meet a parent's laſt embrace 
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Sbe comes —but ah ! what crouds of beaux 
Ia radiant bands my fair encloſe; 
Oh! better hadſt thou ſhun'd the green, 
Oh DzL1a ! better far unſeen. 


Methinks, by all my tender fears, 

By all my ſighe, by all my tears, 
might from torture now be free 
'Tis more than death to part from thee! 


C 


N 
Written in 1 744. 


pes HAP s it is not love, ſaid I, 

| That melts my foul when FLavia's nighy _ 
Where wit and ſenſe like her's agree, 

One may be pleas'd, and yet be free. 


The beauties of her poliſh'd mind, 
It needs no lover's eye to find; 
The hermit freezing in his cell, 
Might wiſh the gentle FLavia well. 


It is not love—averſe to bear 
The ſervile chain that lovers wear ; 
Let, let me all my fears remove, * 
My doubts diſpel—it is not love 


Oh! when did wit ſo brightly ſhine 
In any form lefs fair than thine ? 
It is—it is love's ſubtle fire, 


And under friendſhip lurks deſire, 


Upon an ornamented Urn inſcribed to Miſs DoLman, 
a beautiful and amiable relation of Mr, SnEN- 
sTONE's, who died of the ſmall-pox, about twen- 
ty-one years of age, in the following words on one 


fide ; 


PERAMABILI SVAE CONSOBRINAR 
2 M. D. 


On the other ſide. 


| AH MARIA 
| PVELLARVM ELEGANTISSIMA, 
| | AH FLORE VENVSTATIS ABREPTA,, 
| VALE! 
HEV QVANTO. MINVs EST 
CVM. RELIQVIS VERSARL,, 
QVAM TVL 
MEMIN1s8E | 
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. 
He deſcribes his viſion to an acquaintance. 
Caetera per terras omnes animalia, etc. Vino. 


O * diſtant heaths, beneath autumnal ſkies, 
Penſive I ſaw the circling ſhades deſcend ; 
Weary and faint I heard the ſtorm ariſe, 
While the ſun vaniſh'd like a faithleſs friend. | 


No kind companion led my ſteps aright; 
No friendly planet lent its glim'ring ray 
Ev'a the lone cot refus'd its wonted light, 
Where toil in peaceful lumber clos'd the day. 


Then the dull bell had giv'n a pleafing ſound; 
The village cur twere tranſport then to hear; 
In dreadful filence all was huſh'd around, | 
| While the rude ſtorm alone diſtreſs'd mine ear. 


| As led by OxweLL's winding banks I ſtray'd, 
1 Where tow'ring Woll sx v breath'd his native air; 
A ſudden luſtre chas'd the flitting ſhade, 

The ſounding winds were bufh'd, and all was fair. 


Inſtant a grateful form appear'd confeſt; 

White were his locks with aweful ſcarlet crown'd, 
And livelier far than Tyrian ſeem'd his veſt, 
That with the glowing purple ting'd the ground, 
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8 Stranger, he ſaid, amid this pealing rain, | 
Benighted, loneſome, whither would'ſt thou ſtray ? 


Does wealth or pow'r thy weary ſtep conſtrain ? 
Reveal thy wiſh, aad let me point the Way. 


For know I trod the trophy'd paths of pow 'r 3 
Felt ev'ry joy that fair ambition brings; 
And left the lonely roof of yonder bow'r, 


To ſtand beneath the canopies/of kings. 


I bade low hinds the tow'ring ardour ſhare; 
Nor meaaly roſe, to bleſs myſelf alone : 

I ſnatch'd the ſhepherd from his fleecy care, 
And bade his wholeſome diQtate guard the throne; 


Low at my feet the ſuppliant peer I ſaw; 

Il ſaw proud empires my deciſion wait; 
My will was duty, and my word was law, 

My ſmile was tranſport, and my frown was fate.“ 


Ah me! ſaid I, nor pow'r I ſeek, nor gain; 
Nor urg'd by hope of fame theſe toils endure z: 
A ſimple youth, that feels a lover's pain, 
And, from his friend's condolance, hopes a cure. 


He, the dear youth, to whoſe abodes I roam, 
Nor can mine honours, nor my fields extend; 
Vet for his ſake I leave my diſtant home, 


Which oaks emboſor, and which hills defend. 
F 3 
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Beneath that home I ſcorn the wintry wind; 
The ſpring, to ſhade me, robes her faireit tree; 


And if a friend my graſs-grown threſhold find, 
O how my lonely cot reſounds with glee ! 


Yet, tho" averſe to gold in heaps amals'd, 
I wiſh to bleſs, I languith to beſtow ; 

And tho” no friend to fame's obſtreperous blaſt, 
Still, to her dulcet murmurs not a foe. 


Too proud with ſervile tone to deign adireſs ; 
Too meaa to think that honours are my due, 
Yet ſhou d ſome patron yield my ſtores to bleſs, 
I fare ſhou'd deem my boundleſs thanks were few. 


But tell me, thou! that, like a meteor's fire, 
Shot 't blazing forth; diſdaining dull degrees 


Shau'd I to wealth, to fame, to pow'r aſpire, 


Muſt I not paſs more rugged paths than theſe ? 


Maſt I not groan beneath a guilty load, 

Praife tim I ſcora, and him I love betray ? 
Does not felonious envy bar the road? 

Or falſehood's treach rous foot beſet the way? 


Say hou'd I paſs thro” favour's crowded gate, 
Muſt not fair truth inglorious wait behind? 

Whilſt I approach the glitt'ring ſcenes of ſtate, 
My be!t companion no admittance find ? 
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Nurs'd in the ſhades by LES s lenient care, 
Shall I the rigid ſway of fortune own ? 


Taught by the voice of pious truth, prepare 
To ſpurn an altar, and adore a throne ? 


And when proud fortune's ebbing tide recedes; 
And when it leaves me no-unſhaken friend, 

Sball not weep that e'er I left the meads, | 

Which oaks emboſom, and which hills defend? 


Oh! if theſe ills the price of pow'r advance, 
Check not my ſpeed where ſocial joys invite! 
The troubled viſion caſt a mournful glance, 
And ſighing vaniſh'd in the ſhades of night. 


ESA a YT 
0M, Pg NOIR PT anged  Goem 


„ e to my friend, and many a chearful day! 

| Around his ſeat may peaceful ſhades abide ! 
Smooth flow the minutes, fraught with ſmiles, away, 
And, *till they crown our 1 gently glide. 


Ah me ! too ſwiftly fleets our vernal bloom ! 
Loſt to our wonted friendſhip, loſt to joy! 

Soon may thy breaſt the cordial wiſh reſume, 

Ere wintry doubt its tender warmth deſtroy. 


Say, were it ours, by fortune's wild command, 
By chance to meet beneath the torrid zone; 
Wou'dſt thou reject thy Damon's plighted hand? 
Wou'dſt thou with ſcorn thy once lov'd friend. 

diſown ? 


Life is that ſtranger land, that alien clime : 

Shall kindred fouls forego their ſocial claim? 
Launch'd in the vaſt abyſs of ſpace and time, 

Shall dark ſuſpicion quench the gen'rous flame? 


Myriads of ſouls, that knew one parent mold, 
See ſadly ſever'd by the laws of chance! 

Myriads, in time's perennial liſt enroll'd, 
Forbid by fate to change one tranſient glance! 
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But we have met—where ills of every form, | 
Where paſſions rage, and hurricanes deſcend: 


Say, ſhall we nurſe the rage, affiſt the ſtorm ? 
And guide them to the d a friend? 


Yes, we have met—thro' rapine, bass and wrong: 
Might our joint aid the paths of peace explore! 
Why leave thy friend amid the boiſt'rous throng, 
Ere death divide us, and we part no more ? 


| For oh! pale ſickneſs warns thy friend away | 
For me no more the vernal roſes bloom ! 
I ſee ſtern fate his ebon wand diſplay ; 
And point the wither'd regions of the toruh. 


Then the keen anguiſh from thine eye ſhall ſtart, 

Sad as thou follow'ſt my untimely bier; 

„Fool that I was—if friends ſo ſoon muſt part, 
” To let ſuſpicion intermix a fear,” | 
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In memery of a * private family in Won ckerzz- 
SHIRE, 


R OM a lone tow'r with rev'rend ivy crown'd, * 
| The pealing bell awak'd the tender ſigh; 
Still, as the village caught the waving ſound, 
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80 droop'd, I ween, each Briton's breaſt of old, 
When the dull curfew {poke their freedom fled ; 
For ſighing as the mournful accent roll'd, 
Our hope, they cry'd, our kind ſupport, is dead! 


Twas good PAaLEMon—near a ſhaded pool, 
A groupe of ancient elms umbrageous roſe ; 

The flocking rooks, by inſtinct's native rule, 
This peaceful ſcene, for their aſylum, choſe. 


A few ſmall fpires, to Gothic fancy fair, 
Amid the ſhades emerging, ſtruck the view; 
Tas here his youth reſpir d its earlieſt air; 
"Twas here his age breath'd out its laſt adieu. 
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* The Penns of Harnokoven ; a place whoſe 
name in the Saxon language, alludes to an arm. And 
there is a tradition that there was a battle fought on 
the Downs adjoining, betwixt the BzxiTons and the 
Ron. 


One-favour'd fon engag'd his edn care; 
One pious youth his whole affection crown'd : 


In his young breaſt the virtues ſprung ſo fair, 
Such charms diſplay d, ſuch ſweets diffus'd around. 


But whilſt gay tranſport in his face appears, 
A noxious vapour clogs the poiſon'd ſky ; 

Blaſts the fair crop—the fire is drown'd in tears, 
And, ſcarce ſurviving, ſees his CYynTRa10 die! 


O'er the Pale corſe we ſaw him gently bend =, 
Heart-chilPd with grief—my thread, he cry d, is ſpan! 

If heav'n had meant I ſhould my life extend, 
Heav'n had preſerv'd my life's ſupport, my ſon, 


| Snatch'd in thy prime! alas the ſtroke were mild, 
Had my frail form obey'd the fates” decree ! 

Bleſt were my lot, O CymnTaro O my child! 
Had hors ſo pleas'd, and I had dy'd for thee.” 


Five Neepleſs nights he ſtem'd this tide of woes 3 
Fire irkſome ſuns he ſaw, thro” tears, forlorn! 
On his pale corſe the fixth ſad morning roſe ; 
From yonder dome the mournful bier was borne, 


_ "Twas on thoſe * downs, by Roman hoſts annoy'd, 
Fought our bold fathers; ruſtic, unreſin'd! 
Freedom's plain ſons, in martial cares employ'd ! 
They ting'd their bodies, but unmaſk'd their mind. 
Hanson Downs. 
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Twas there, in happier times, this virtuous race, 
Of milder merit, fix'd their calm retreat; 
War's deadly crimſon had forſook the place, 
And freedom fondly lov'd the choſen ſeat. 


No wild ambition fir'd their tranquil breaſt, 
To ſwell with empty ſounds a ſpotleſs name; 

If folt ring ſkies, the ſun, the ſhow'r were bleſt, 
Their bounty ſpread ; their field's extent the ſame. 


Thoſe fields, profuſe of raiment, food, and fire, 
They ſcorn'd to leſſen, careleſs to extend; 
Bade luxury, to laviſh courts aſpire, 
And avarice, to city-breaſts deſcend. 


None, to a virgin's mind, prefer'd her dow'r 
To fire with vicious hopes a modeſt heir: 
The fire, in place of titles, wealth, or pow'r, 
Afﬀign'd him virtue; and his lot was fair. 


They ſpoke of fortune, as ſone doubtful dame, 
That ſway'd the natives of a diſtant ſphere ; 


From lucre's vagrant ſons had learnt her fame, 
ot [ever wil's to plzce her banners here, 

Here youthꝰs· free ſpirit, innocently gay, 7 
Enjoy'd the moſt that innocence can give; | 

Thoſe wholeſome ſweets, that border virtue's way; 
Thoſe * fruits, that we may taſte and live, 
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Their board no ſtrange ambiguous viand bore; 


From their own ſtreams their choicer fare they drew, 


To lure the ſcaly glutton to the ſhore, 
The ſole deceit their artleſs boſom knew 


Sincere thernſelves, ah too ſecure to find 
The common boſom, like their own, ſincere ! 
"Tis its own guilt alarms the jealous mind 
"Tis her owa poiſon bids the viper fear. 


Sketch'd on the lattice of th' adjacent fane, 
Their ſuppliant buſts implore the reader's pray'r ; 

Ah gentle ſouls ! enjoy your bliſsful reign, 

And let frail mortals claim your guardian care. 


For ſure, to bliſsful realms the ſouls are flown, 
That never flatter'd, injur'd, cenſur'd, ſtrove ; 

The friends of ſcience ! muſic, all their own; 
Muſic, the voice of virtue and of love! 


The journeying peaſant, thro? the ſecret ſhade, 
Heard their ſoft lyres engage his liſt'ning ear 
And haply deem'd ſome courteous angel play'd; 
No angel play'd—but might with tranſport hear. 


For theſe the ſounds that chaſe unholy ſtrife ! 
Solve envy's charm, ambition's wretch releaſe ! 
Raiſe him to ſpurn the radiant ills of life ; 
To pity pomp, to be content with peace, 
of | 
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Farewel, pure ſpirits! vain the praiſe we give, 
The praiſe you ſought from lips angelic flows; 

Farewel ! the virtues which deſerve to live, 
Deſerve an ampler bliſs than life beſto ws. 


Laſt of his race, PALeMow, now no more 
The modeſt merit of his line diſplay'd; 
Then pious Houcn VigorNnia's mitre wore mes 
Soft fleep the duſt of each deſerving ſhade, 
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Written in the year — when the rights of ſepulture 
were ſo frequently violated. 


AY, gentle ſleep, that lov'ſt the gloom of night, 
Parent of dreams ! thou great magician, ſay, 
Whence my late viſion thus endures the light; 
Thus haunts my fancy thro" the glare of day. 


The ſilent moon had ſcal'd the vaulted ſkies, 
And anxious care refign'd my limbs to reſt ; 

A ſudden luſtre ſtruck my wond'ring eyes, 
And S1Lv1a ſtood before my couch conſeſt. 


Ah! not the nymph ſo blooming and fo gay, 

That led the dance beneath the feſtive ſhade ! 
But ſhe that, in the morning of her day, 

Intomb'd beneath the graſs-green ſod was laid. 


No more her eyes their wonted radiance caſt; 
No more her breaſt inſpir'd the lover's flame, 
No more her cheek the Paeſtan roſe ſurpaſt ; 
Vet ſeem'd her lip's etherial ſmile the ſame. 


Nor ſuch her hair as deck'd her living face ; 
Nor ſach her voice as charm'd the liſt' ning crowds 
Nor ſuch her dreſs as heighten'd ev'ry grace; 
Alas ! all vaniſh'd for the moucaful ſhroud! 
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Yet ſeem'd her lip's etherial charm the ſame ; 
That dear diſtiation every doubt removy'd; 

Periſh the lover, whoſe imperſe&t flame 
Forgets one ſratuie of the nymph he lov'd. 


4 Danton, ſhe ſaid, mine hour al'ct:ed flies; 


Oh! do not waſte it with a fruitleſs tear! 
Tho* griev'd to fee thy S1uvia's pole diſguite, 
Suſpead thy ſorrow, and attentive hear. 


So may thy muſe with virtuous fame be bleſt ! 


So be thy love with mutual love repaid ! 
So may thy bones in ſacred filence reſt, 
Faſt by the reliques of ſome happier maid ! 


Thou know'ſt, how ling'ring on a diſtant ſhore 
Diſeaſe invidious nipt my flow'ry prime; 

And oh! what pangs my tender boſom tore, 
To think I ne'er muſt view my native elime! 


No friend was near to raiſe my drooping head; 
No dear companion wept to ſee me die; 

Lodge me within my native foil, I ſaid; 
There my fond parents honour'd reliques lie. 


Tho' now debarr'd of each domeſtic tear; 
Uaknown, -forgot, 1 meet the fatal blow ; 

There many a friend ſhall grace my woeful bier, 

And many a ſigh ſhall riſc, and tear ſhall flow. 
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I ſpoke, nor fate forbore his trembling ſpoil; 

Some venal mourner lent his careleſs aid; 
And ſoon they bore me to my native ſoil, 

Where my fond parents dear remains were laid. 


"Twas then the youths, from ev'ry plain and grove, 
Adorn'd with mournful verſe thy S1Lvia's bier; 
"Twas then the nymphs their votive garlands wove, 
And ſtrew'd the fragrance of the youthful year, 


But why alas! the tender ſcene diſplay ? 
Cou'd Damox's foot the pious path decline? 
Ah no! "twas Danov firſt attun'd his lay, 
And ſure no ſonnet was ſo dear as thine. 


Thus was I boſorn'd in the peaceful grave; 
My placid ghoſt no longer wept its doom; 
When ſavage robbers every ſanction brave, 
And with outrageous guilt defraud the tomb! 


Shall my poor corſe, from hoſtile realms convey'd, . 
Loſe the cheap portion of my native ſands ? 

Or, in my kindred's dear embraces laid, 
Mourn the vile ravage of barbarian hands? 


Say, wou'd thy breaſt no death-like torture feel, 
To fee my limbs the felon's gripe obey ? 
To ſee them gaſh'd beneath the daring ſteel? 
To crowds a ſpectre, and to dogs a prey? 
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If PaxAx's ſons theſe horrid rites require, 
If health's fair ſcience be by theſe refin'd, 
Let guilty convicts, for their uſe, expire; 
And tet their breathleſs corſe avail mankind. 


Yet hard it ſeems, when guilt's laſt fine is paid, 
To fee the victim's corſe deny'd repoſe ! 

Now, more ſevere ! the poor offenceleſs maid 
Dreads the dire outrage of inhumaa foes. 


Where is the faith of ancient Pagans fled? 

Where the fond care the wand'ring manes claim? 
Nature, inftinQtive, cries, Protect the dead, 
And ſacred be their aſhes, and their fame ! 


Arife, dear youth! ev'n now the danger calls; 
Ev'n now the villain ſauffs his wonted prey; 
See! fee! I lead thee to yon' ſacred walls 

Oh ! fly to chaſe theſe human wolves away.“ 


A PASTORAL BALEAD, 
IN FOUR PARTS _ 
Written 1 
Arbiſta humil-ſque myricac, vino. 
. ABSENCE. 


E ſhepherds ſo chearful and gay, 
Whoſe flocks never careleſsly roam ; 
Should Corydon's happen to ſtray, 
Oh ! call the poor wanderers home, 
Allow me to muſe and to ſigh, | 
Nor talk of the change that ye ſind; 
None once was ſo watchful as b; 
l have left my dear PaYLL1s behind. 


Now I know what it is, to have ſtrove 
With the torture of doubt and deſire; 
What it is, to admire and to love, 
And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah lead forth my flock in the morn, 
And the damps of each ev'ning repel ; 
Alas I am faint and forlorn : 
l have bade my dear Pn1LL1s farewel. 


Since PurLL1s vouchſaf'd me a look, 

I never once dreamt of my vine; 

May I loſe both my pipe and my crook, 
If I knew of a kid that was mine. 
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I -priz'd ev'ry hour that went by, 
Beyond all that had pleas'd me before ; 
But now they are paſt, and I ſigh; 
And I grieve that I priz'd them no more. 


But why do I languiſh in vain? 
Why wander thus penſively here? 
Oh! why did I come from the plain, 
Where I fed on the ſmiles of my dear ? 
They tell me, my favourite maid, 
The pride of that valley, is flown ; 
Alas ! where with her I have ftray'd, 
I could wander with pleaſure, alone. 


When forc'd the fair nymph to forego, 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart 
Vet I thought — but it might not be ſo— 
Twas with pain that ſhe ſaw me depart. 
She gaz d, as I ſlowly withdrew ; i 
My path I could hardly diſcern ; - 
So ſweetly ſhe bade me adieu, 
I thought that ſhe bade me return. 


The pilgrim that journeys all day 
To viſit ſome far-diſtant ſhrine, 
If he bear but & relique away, 
Is happy, nor heard to repine, 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair, 
Where my vows, my devotion, I owe, / 
Soft hope is the relique I bear, 
And my ſolace wherever I go. 
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M. banks hy are furniſh'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep; 
My grottos are ſhaded with trees, 

And my hills are white-over with ſheep. 
I ſcldom have met with a loſs, 

Such health do my fountains beſtow ;__ 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, 

Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 


Not a pine in my grove is there ſeen, 
But with tendrils of woodbine is bound : 
Not a beech's more beautiful green, 
But a ſweet - briar entwines it around. 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year, 
More charms than my cattle unfold : - 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 
Blut it glitters with fiſhes of gold. 


One would think ſhe might like to retire 
To the bow'r I have labour'd to rear; 

Not a ſhrub that I heard her admire, 
But I haſted and planted it there. 

Oh how ſuddep the jeſſamine ſtrove 

Wich the lilac fo render it gay 

Already it calls for my love, 
To prune the wild branches away. 
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From the plains, from the woodlands and groves, 
What ſtrains of wild melody flow? 

How the nightingales warble their loves 
From thickets of roſes that blow ! 

And when her bright form ſhall appear, 
Each bird ſhall harmoniouſly join 

In a concert ſo ſoſt and ſo clear, . 
As— he may not be fond to reſign. 


I have found out a gift for my fair; 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed : 
But let me that plunder forbear, 

She will ſay 'twas a barbarous deed. 
For he ne er could be true, ſhe aver'd, 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young: 
And I lov'd her the more, when I heard 

Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue. 


I have heard her with ſweetneſs unfold 
How that pity was due to—a dove : 
That it ever attended the bold, 
And ſhe call'd it the fiſter of love. 
But her words fuch'a pleaſure convey, 
So much I her actions adore, 
Let her ſpeak, agd whatever ſhe ſay, 
Methinks I ſhould love her the more. 


Can a boſom ſo gentle remain 
Unmov'd, when her Cox von ſighs !- 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 
Theſe plaias and this valley deſpiſe ?_ 


A PASTORAL BALLAD. 


Dear regions of ſilence and ſhade ! 
Soft ſcenes of contentment and eaſe ! 
Where I could have pleaſingly ſtray d, 
If aught, in her abſence, could pleaſe. 


But where does my PavyLLIDa ſtray ? 

And where are her grots and her bow'rs ? 
Are the groves. and the valleys as gay, 

And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours? 


The groves may perhaps be as fair, 


And the face of the valleys as ſine; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But their love is not equal to mine. 
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WHY vill you my paſſion reprove ? 
Why term it a folly to grieve? 
Ere I ſhew you the charms of my love, 
She is fairer than you can believe. 
With her mien ſhe*enamours the brave; 
With her wit ſhe engages the free 
With her modeſty pleaſes the grave; 
She is ev'ry way pleaſing to me. 


To ſee, as my fair one goes by, 

« Some hermit peep out of his cell, 
„How he thinks on his youth with a ſigh, 
How fondly be wiſhes her well. 
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On him ſhe may ſmile if ſhe pleaſe, 

« *Twill warm the cold boſom of age; 
« But ceaſe, gentle PyvYLL1Da ceaſe, 

« Such ſoftneſs would ruin the ſage.” * 


O you that have been of her train, 

Come and join in my amorous lays ; 
I could lay down my life for the ſwain, 

That will ſing but a ſong in her praie. 
When he ſings, may the nymphs of the town 
| Come trooping, and liſten the while; 

Nay on him let not PuyLLIDa frown; 

——— But I cannot allow her to ſmile. 


For when Pan1DzL tries in the dance 
Any favour with PuvLLIs to find, 
O how, with one trivial glance, 
Might ſhe ruin the peace of my mind ! 
In ringlets he dreſſes his hair, 
And his crook is be- ſtudded around; 
And his pipe—oh may PayYLLis beware 
Of a magic there is in the ſound, 
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This ſtanza marked with turned commas, was not 
before printed, but was communicated by a friend of 
the editor, who had it from a gentleman who read it in 
the author's original manuſcript, 
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- How her face is as bright as the ſnow, 
And her boſom be ſure, is as cold? 

| Howe the nightingales labour the ſtrain, 
With'the notes of his charmer to vie ; * 
Ho they vary their accents in vain, 
 Repine at her triumphs, and die.” 
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"Tis his with mock paſſion to glow ; : 
Tis his in ſmooth tales to unfold, 
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To the grove or the garden he ſtrays, | 


And pillages every ſweet ; 


Then, ſuiting the wreath to his lays 


He throws it at Pay LL1s's feet. 
© O Paris, he whiſpers, more fair, 
More ſweet than the Jeſſamin's flow'r ! 
What are pinks, in a-morn, to compare? 
What is eglantine, after a ſhow'r ? 


Then the lily no longer i is white; 


Then the roſe is depriy'd of its bloom; 


; Then the violets die with deſpight, 


And the wood-bines give up their perfume.” 


Thus glide the ſoft numbers along, 


And he fancies no ſhepherd his peer ; 
Vet F never ſhould enyy the ſong, 
Were not PyYLL1s to lend it an ear. 


Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 

_ So Purrris the trophy deſpiſe ; 

Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd, 
| So they ſhine not in PHYLL18's eyes. 
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The language that flows from the heart 
Is a ſtranger to PAR1DEL's tongue; 

— — Yet may ſhe beware of his art, 

Or ſure I muſt envy the ſong. 


IV. | DISAPPOINTMENT. 


„ ip ſhepherds give ear to my lay, 

And take no more heed of my ſheep: , 
They have nothing to do, but to itray ; 

I have nothing to do, but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove 

She was fair—and my paſſion begun; 
She ſmil'd—and I could not but love; 

She is faithleſs—and 1 am undone. 


Perhaps I was void of all thought; 

Perhaps it was plain to foreſee, 
That a nymph ſo compleat would be ſought 
By a ſwain more engaging than me, 
Ah! love ev'ry hope can infpire : ; 
It baniſhes wiſdom the while; 
And the lip of the nymph we admire 

Seems for ever adorn'd with a ſmile, 


She is faithleſs, and I am undone; 
Ye that witneſs the woes I endure, 
Let reaſon inſtruct you to ſhun | 
What it cannot inſtruct you to cure, 
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Beware how ye loiter in vain 
Amid nymphs of an higher degrees? 


n is not for me to explain 


How fair, and how fickle they be. 


Alas! from the day that we met, 

What hope of an end to my woes ? 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my repoſe, 
Yet time may diminiſh the pain: 

The flow'r, and the ſhrub, and the tree, 
Which I rear'd for her pleaſure in vaio, 

In time may have comfort for me. 


The ſweets of a new ſprinkled roſe, 
The ſound of a murmuring ſtream, 
The peace which from ſolitude flows, 

Hence forth ſhall be Coxypon's theme. 
High tranſports are ſhewn to the ſight, 

But we are not to find them our own ; 

Fate never beſtow'd ſuch delight, . | 

As I with my PuYLLis had known:: 


0 50 woods; ſpread ws branches apace; 

To your deepeſt receſſes I fly; 

I would hide with the beaſts of the chace ;. 
I I would vaniſh from every eye. 

Yet my reed ſhall reſound thro” the grove 
With the ſame ſad complaint it begun; 
How ſhe ſrmil'd, and I could not but love; 

Was TR. and I am undone! 
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» "= 
AKING an evening's walk with a friend in the 

country, among many grave remarks, he was 
making the following obſervation. There is not, ſays 
he, any one quality ſo inconſiſtent with reſpect, as 

what is commonly called familiarity. You do not find 
one in fifty whoſe regard is proof againſt it. At the fame 
time it is hardly poſſible to infiſt upon ſuch a deference 
as will render you ridiculous, if it be ſupported by com- 
mon ſenſe. Thus much at leaſt is evident, that your de- 
mands will be ſo ſucceſsful, as to procure a greater ſhare 
than if you had made no ſuch demand. I may frankly 
own to you, Leander, that I frequently derived uneafi- 
neſs from a familiarity with ſuch perſons as deſpiſed e- | 
very thing they could obtain with eaſe, Were it not bet- 
ter, therefore, to be ſomewhat frugal of our affability, at 
leaſt to allot it only to the few perſofls of diſcernment 
who can make the proper diſtinction betwixt real dig- 
nity and pretended : To neglect thoſe characters, which, 
being impatjent to grow familiar, are at the ſame time 
very far from familiarity-proof : To have poſthumous 
fame in view, which affords us the moſt pleaſing land- 
Kip: To enjoy the amuſement of reading, and the con 


* 


= ON RESERVE. 
ſciouſneſs that reading paves the way to general eſteem; 
To preſerve a conſtant regularity of temper, and alſo 
of conſtitution, for the moſt part but little conſiſtant 
with a promiſcuous intercourſe with men: To ſhun all 
literate, though ever ſo jovial aſſemblies, inſipid, per- 
haps, when preſent, and upon reflexion painful: To 
- meditate on thoſe abſent or departed fri who va- 
' tae or valued us for thoſe qualities with which they 
were beſt acquainted ; To partake with ſuch a friend 
83 yon, the delights of a ſtudious and rational retirement 
vwAre ans thais the paths that lead to happineſs d 


In eafwrer to this (for he ſeemed to feel ſame late 
mortification) I obſerved, that what we loſt by familia- 
rity in reſpect, was generally made up to us by the af- 
feftion it procured; and that an abſolute ſolitude: was 
ſo very contrary to our natures, that were he excluded 
from ſociety, but for a fingle fortnight, he would be 
exhilerated at the ſight of the firſt beggar that he ſaw. 


What follows were thoughts thrown out in our fur- 
ther diſcourſe upon the ſubject; without order or con- 
nexion, as they oocur to my remembrance. 


' Some reſerve is a debt to prudence; 25 freedom 
5 of converſation is a debt to — 


There would not be any abſolute neceſſity for re- 
ſerve, if the world VER) e 0708 "hayh, * 


would prove expedient. For in order to attain any de- 


* 
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gree of deference, it ſeems neceſſary that people ſhould 
imagine you have more OOTY than you diſ- 


cover. 


It is on this „ one of the excellencies of the 
judicious Virgil. He leaves you ſomething ever to 
imagine: And ſuch is the conſtitution of the human 


mind, that we think fo highly. of nothing, as of that 


whereof we do not ſee the bounds, This, as Mr, 
Burke ingeniouſly obſerves, affords the pleaſure when 
we ſurvey a Cylinder . And Sir John Suckling ſays, 


Tazy who know all the wealth they -have, are 
poor; 
He's only rich who cannot tell his ſtore. 


" A PzrzON that would ſecure to himſelf great de- 
ference, will, perhaps, gain his point by filence, as ef- 
ſectually us by any thing he can ſay. 


To be, however, a niggard of one's obſervations, 


| js ſo much worſe than to hoard up one's money, as the 


former may be both imparted and retained at the ſame *' 
| May oftentimes pretend to proportion their reſpect 
+ Treatiſe of the ſublime and beautiful. 5 
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to real deſert ; but a ſupercilious reſerve and diſtance 
wearies them into a compliance with more. This ap- 
pears ſo very manifeſt to many perſons of the lofty 
character, that they uſe no better means to acquire re- 
ſpect than like highwaymen to make a demand of it. 
They will, like Empedocles, jump into the fire, rather 
than betray the mortal part of their character. 


IT is from the ſame principle of diſtance that vati- 
ans are brought to believe that their great Duke know- 
oth all things; as is the caſe in ſome countries. 


Mzx, while no human form or fault they for, 
 Excufe the want of ev'n humanity ; 

And eaſtern kings, who vulgar view diſdain, 
Require no worth to fix their awful reign. 
You cannat ſay in truth-what may diſgrace * em, 
You know in what predicament to place em. 
Alas! in all the glare of light reveal'd, 
8 aroma? crammed 


*,: Bop ſome ſmall worth he had, the man was priz'd,. 
Hle added frankneſs—and he grew deſpis d. 


We want comets, not ordinary planets ; 
4 Tacdet quotidianarum harum formarum.” 
TzguNen. 


| Nene 8 « fellas e 


Tempora momentis, ſunt qui formidine nullt 
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_ irabuti ſpeQent. 
| Vinruns, like eſſences, loſe their awe 855 


1 2 0 lere e e will not. bear 


too familiar approaches. 


LzT us be careful to diſtinguiſh 12 which is 
ever amiable, from reſerve, which is only prudent. A 
man is hated ſometimes for pride, when it was an en- 


ceſs of humility gave the occaſion. 


Wnar is often termed ſhyneſs, is nothing more 
than refined ſenſe, and an indifference to common ob. 


ſervations. 


Tux reſerved man's . for 
the moſt part, fonder of him, than the perſons of 4 
more affable character, i. e. he pays them a greater 
compliments than the other can do his, as be dis- 
guiſhes them more. i 


| IT is indolence, e of Ms 
guard, that makes one hate an artful character. 


Taz moſt reſerved of men, that will not exchange 
two ſyllables together in an Engliſh coffee-houſe, 
ſhould they meet at Iſpahan, EO LAI 
R 
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Tur man of ſhew is vain: The reſerved man is 
proud more properly. The one has greater depth, the 
other a more lively imagination The one is more fre- 
** quently reſpected, the other more generally beloved. 
The one a Cato: the other a Cæſar. Vide Salluſt. 


96 


Wuar Cæſar ſaid of rubicundos amo; pallidos ti- 
meo; may be applied to familiarity, and to reſerve. 


A RESERVED man often makes it a rule to leave 
company with a good ſpeech : And I believe ſometimes 
proceeds ſo far as. to leave company, becauſe he has 
made one. Yet it is his ſate often, like the mole, to 

imagine himſelf deep when he is near the ſurface. 


| Wann it prudent to decline this reſerve, and this 
horror of diſcloſing foibles : To give up à part of cha- 


.._ radter to ſecure the reſt ? The world will certainly in- 


fiſt upon having ſome part to pull to pieces. Let us 
throw out ſome follies to the envious : As we give up 
counters to an highwayman, or a barrel to a whale, in 
order to ſave one's money and one's ſhip: To let it 
make exceptions to one's head of hair, if one can eſcape 
being ſtabbed in the heart, 


Tux reſerved man ſhould drink double glaſſes. 


PavpzxT men lock up their motives, letting fa- 
- -miliars have a key to their heart or to their garden. 
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A Resxxver man is in continual conflict with the 


ſocial part of his nature; and even grudges himſelf the 
laugh into which he ſometimes is betrayed. 


« Seldom he ſmiles— 
« And ſmiles in ſuch a ſort as he diſdained 
* Himſel i that could be moved to ſmile at any 
thing 
« A Fool and his words are ſoon parted ;" ' for i 
ſhould the proverb run. 


Connor WO AR IN like cits in code 
allow no ſhades to their picture. 


Modzery often paſſes for errant haughtineſs; us 
what is deemed ſpirit in an horſe proceeds from fear. 


Tur higher character a perſon ſupports, the more 


be ſhould regard his minuteſt actions. 


Tux reſerved man ſhould bring a certificate of kis 
honeſty, before he be admitted into company, 
| Rncnayn is no more eſſentially connected with _ : 


underſtanding, than a church- organ with devotion, or 
| F 


+ Tnzs were no other than a collection of hints, 
ben I propoſed to write ö 


CHARACTER. 


Anime nil magnæ laudis egentes. 


HERE is an order of perſons in the world whoſe 
thoughts never deviate from the common road: 
whatever events occur, whatever objects preſent them 
ſelves, their obſervations are as uniſorm, as though 
| they were the conſequence of inſtinct. There is nothing 
places theſe men in a more inſigniſicant point of light, 
than a compariſon of their ideas with the refinements 
of ſome great genius. I ſhall only add, by way of reflec- 
tion, that it is people of ti is ſtamp, that, together with 
the ſoundeſt health, often enjoy the greateit equani- - 
mity ; their paſſions, like dull fteeds, being the leaſk 
apt to endanger, or miſguide them ; yet ſuch is the 
_ fatality! Men of genius are often expected to act with 
molt diſcretion, on account of that very whictr 


is their greateſt impediment. * 


I was taking a view of Weſtminſter abby, with 
an old gentleman of exceeding honeſty, but the ſame 


degree of underſtanding, as that I have deſcribed. 


Tnzxx had nothing paſſed in our way thither, be- 
fide the cuſtomary ſalutations, and an endeavour to de- 
cide with accuracy upon the preſent temperature of 
the weather, On paſſing over the enn he ob 
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ſerved with an air of thoughtfulaeſs, that it was 2 
| brave antient place. ; | 


I ToLD PEER I thought there was none 2 ſuit⸗ 
able, to moralize upon the futility of all earthly glory, 
as there was none which contained the aſhes of men 
that had acquired a greater ſhare o it. On this he gave 
s nod of approbation, but did not ſeem to comprehend 


SiLzNcE enſued for many minutes ; when having 

had time to reflect upon the monuments of men famous 
in their generations, he ſtood collected in himſelf; af- 
faring me * there was no ſort A ex- 
* erapt a man from death.” ; 
- I ayeLavDtD the juſtice bf his obſervation; and 
faid, it was not only my preſent opinion, but had been 
fo for a number of years. Right,“ fays he, and for 
* my_own part, I ſeldom love to pltbliſh my remarks 
& upon a ſubject, till I have had them confirmed to me 
1 oy a long courſe of experience.” | 


: Tn 18 laſt maxim, ſornewhat . his uſual depeh; 
occaſioned a filence of ſome feu minutes. The ſpring 
had been too much bent to recover immediately its wont- 
ed vigour. We had taken ſome few turns up and down 
the left hand ayle, when he caught fight of a monu- 
ment ſomewhat larger than the reſt; and more calcu- 
lated to make impreſſion upon an ordinary imagination. 
As I remember, it was raiſed to an anceſtor of the D. 
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of Newcaſtle. © Well,” ſays he, with an air of cun- 

ning, this is indeed a fine piece of workmanſhip; but 

« cannot conceive this finery is of any ſignification to 
the perſon buryed there.” I told him, I thought not, 

and that, under a notion of reſpect to the deceaſed, 
people were: frequently impoſed upon by their own 
pride and ——— k 


Ws were now arrived at the monument of Sir 
George Chamberlain : where my friend had juſt peruſ- 
ed enough to inform him that he was an eminent phy- 
ſician, when he broke out with precipitation, and as- 
tho' ſome important diſcovery had. ſtruck his fancy on 
a ſudden. I liſtened to him with attention, till I found. 
him labouring to inſinuate that phyſicians themſelves: 

could not ſave their lives when their time was come. 


Hs had not proceeded many ſteps. from it before he. 
beckoned to our Cicerone. Friend,” ſays he, pointing. 
with his cane. bow long has that gentleman been 
« dead?” The man ſet him right in that particular; af-- - 
ter which putting on a woeful countenance, © Well,” 
lags he, to behold how faſt time flies away ! Tis but 
« a ſmall. time to look back upon, ſince he and I met 
« at the Dent. Alas, continued he, we ſhall never 
« do ſo again;” Indulging myſelf with a pun that 
eſcaped me on a ſudden, I told 3 not; and 
8 immediately took my leave. 
2 — —  Q 


* A well known tavern near Temple-bar, 
* | 
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Tuts old gentleman, as I have fince heard, paſſed. 
his life chiefly in the country ; where it faintly partici- 
pated either of pleaſure or pain, His chief delights in- 
deed were ſenſual, but thoſe of the leſs vigorous kind, 
an akernoon's pipe, an evening walk, or a nap after 
_ dinner. His death, which happened, it ſeems, quickly 

_ after, was occaſioned by an uniform application to Boſ- | 
© tick's cordial, whatever his caſe required. Indeed his 
diſcourſe, when any complained of ſickneſs, was a little 
exuberant in the praiſes of this noble cathartic. But 
his diſtemper provipg of a nature to which this remedy 
was wholly foreign, as well as this precluding the uſe 
of a more effectual recipe, he expired, not without the 
character of a moſt conſiderate perſon, I find by one 
part of his will, he obliged his heir to conſume a cer- 
_ tain quantity of ale among his neighbours, on the day 
he was born; and by another, left a ring of bells to the 
church adjoining to his garden. It looks as if the old 
| had nor only an averſion to much reflexion 

in birſelf, but endeavoured to provide againſt it in 
ſacceeding generations. 


I navs heard that he IP boaſted that he 
was's diſtant relatioa of Sir Roger de Coverly. 
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GARDENING. 


ARDENING may be divided into . 

cies—kitchen-gardening—parterre-gardening— 
and landixip, or pictureſque- gardening: which latter is 
the ſubjeQ intended in the following pages—lt con 
fiſts in pleaſing the imagination by ſcenes of grandeur, 
beauty, or variety, Convenience merely has no ſhare- 
here; any farther than as it pleaſes the imagination. 


PzrnAPs the diviſion of the pleaſures of imagina-- 
tion, according as they are ſtruck by the great, the va- 
rious, and the beautiful, may be accurate enough ſor 
my preſent purpoſe ; why each of them affects us with 
pleaſure may be traced in other authors. See Burke,. 
Hutcheſon, Gerard, the — of n ſenſati- | 
tions, &c. | | 


+ Gazpzn-scinzs may perhaps be divided into 
the ſublime, the beautiful, and the melancholy or 

peuſive; to which laſt I know not but we may aflign a 
middle place betwixt the former two, as being in ſome 
fort compoſed of both. See Burke's ſublime, etc. 
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Tust ſeems however to be ſome ohjects which 
afford pleaſure not reducible to either of the forego- 
ing heads. A ruin, for inſtance, may be neither new 
to us, nor majeſtic, nor beautiful, yet afford that pleaſing 
melancholy which proceeds from a reflection on decay- 
ed magnificence. For this reaſon an able gardiger 
ſhould avail himſelf of objects, perhaps, not very ſtrik - 

ing; COINS Io ARON eee 
flexions of the pleaſing kind. ; 


Hose re ſhould indeed be leſs calculated to ſtrike 
the immediate eye, than ne CK 
imagination; as in painting. 1 

IT is no objeQion to the pleaſure of novelty, that 
it makes an ugly object more diſagreeable. It is enough 
that it. produces à ſuperiority betwixt things in other 
reſpets equal. It ſeems, on ſome occaſions, to go even. 
farther. Are there not broken rocks and rugged 
grounds, to which we can hardly attribute either beau- 
ty or grandeur, and yet when introduced near an ex- 
tent of lawn, impart a pleaſure equal to more ſhapely 
ſcenes? Thus a ſeries of lawn, though ever ſo beauti- 
ful, may ſatiate and cloy, unleſs the eye paſſes to them 
from wilder — — the grace 
eee | 


| Vaniery appears. to Sn of its 
eſfect from novelty ; as the eye, paſſing from one form. 
or colour, to a form or colour of a different kind, finds a 


* 
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Fg of novelty in its preſent * which affords im- 


I mediate * 


inter however, in 3 inſtances, may be 
carried to ſuch exceſs as to loſe its whole effect. I have 
obſerved ceilings ſo crammed with Qtucco-ornamente, 
that, although'of the moſt different kinds. they have 
produced an voi formity. A ſufficient quantity of un- 
decorated e is wore e exhibit 2 l 
is advantage. - , on A * 


GrovnDd ſhould firſt be 'eoaflilred with « an eye to 
its peculiar character: whether it'be the grand, the ſa- 
vage, the ſprightly, the melancholy, the horrid, or the 
beautiful. As one or other of theſe characters prevails 
one may ſomewhat ſtrengthen its effect, by allowing 
every part ſome denomination,” and then ſupporting its 
title by ſuicable appendagts—For inſtance, The lover's 
walk may have affignation ſeats, with proper mottoes—» = 
Urns to faithful ro age ay rod garlands, etc, by 
means of art. 


Wuar an advantage * 8 ltatian ſeats derive 
| from the circumſtance of being ſituate on ground 
mentioned in the claflics ? And, even in England; 
wherever a- park or garden happens to have been the 
ſcene of any event in hiſtory, one would ſurely avail 
one's ſelf of that circumſtance, to make it more inte- 
reſting to the imagination, Mottos ſhould allude to 


» 
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it, column, ect. record it ; verſes moralize upon it 3 
and curiolity receive its ſhare of pleaſure. 


In deſigning « houſe and gardens, it is happy when 
there is an opportunity of maintaining « ſubordination 
of parts; the houſe ſo luckily placed as to exhibit a 
view of the whole deſign. I have ſometimes thought 
that there was room for it to reſemble an epic or dra- 
matic poem. It is rather to be wiſhed than required, 
that the more ſtriking ſcenes may ſucceed thoſe which. 
are . | 


Gans depends much upon temper, Some prefer 
Tibullus to Virgil, and Virgil to Homer—Hagley to 
Persfield, and Persfield to the Welſh mountains. This 
occaſions the different preferences that are given to fi- 
tuations—A garden ſtrikes us moſt, where the grand, 


I II av, however, the ſublime had generally a. 
deeper effeQ than the merely beautiful, 


I vsz the words landſkcip and proſpect, the former 
- as expreflive of home ſcenes, the latter of diſtant ima- 
ges. Proſpects ſhould take in the blue diſtant hills; but 
never ſo remotely, that they be not diſtinguiſhable from 
clouds. T— wn 1 var 
. | 


* 
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Laxpscars ſhould contain varity enough to form 


a picture upon canvas ; and this is no bad teſt, as 1 


think the landſkip painter is the gardiner's beſt deſign- 


er. The eye requires a ſort of balance here but not fo 
as to encroach upon probable nature. A wood, or hill, 


may balance a houſe or obeliſk; for exaQtneſs would be 


diſpleaſing. We form out notions from what we have 
ſeen; and though, could we comprehend the univerſe, 
we might perhaps find it uniformly regular; yet the 


. portjons that we ſce oF it, habituate nen | 


contrary 


Tas eye ſhould always look rather down upon wa- 
ter . Cuſtomary nature makes this requiſite, I know 
nothing more ſenſibly diſpleaſing than Mr. Ling + . 
tat grongd dovwine his terras and his water. 


Ir be to account for the fondneſs of former 
times for ſtrait-lined avenues to their houſes ; ſtrait- 
lined walks through their woods 3 and, in ſhort, every 
kind of ſtrait-line z where the foor is to travel over, 
what the eye has done before. This circumſtance, is 
one objection. Another, ſomewhat of the ſame kind, 
is the repetition of the ſame object, tree after tree, for 
a length of way together. A third is, that this identity 


is purchaſed by the loſs of that variety, which the natu- 


ral country ſupplies every where, in a greater or leſs de- 
gree. To ſtand till and ſurvey ſuch avenues, may afford 
ſome lender ſatis faction, through the change derived 


from perſpective; but to move on continually and find no | 


— —— 2 — U — 
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hinge of ſcene in the leaſt attendant on our change of 
place, muſt give actual pain to a perſon of taſte, For 
ſuch an one to be condemned to paſs along the famous 
viſta from ® Moſcow to Petersburgh, or that other from 
Agra to Labor in India, muſt be as diſagreeable a ſen- 
tence," as to be condemned to labour at the gallies. 1 
conceived ſotne idea of the ſenſation he muſt feel, 
from walking but a few minutes, immured, betwixt 
lord D—'s high-ſhorn yew hedges ; which run exactly 
parallel, at the diſtance of about ten feet ; and are con- 
trived perfeQly to exclude all kinds of objects what- 


Wur a building, or other object has been once 
viewed fror2 its proper point, the foot ſhould never 
travel to it oy the ſame path, which the eye has travel- 
Jed over before. Loſe the W * o 


2 | | 
S ſo 13 
as to afford a probability that they grew by nature. 


Ruixarzy ſtructures appear to derive their power 
of pleaſing, from the irregularity of ſurface, which is 
VARIETY ; and the latitude they afford the imagina- 
tion, to conceive an enlargement of their dimenſions, 
or to recollect any events or circumſtances appertain- 
ing to their priſtine grandeur, ſo far as to concern gran- 
5 The 3 
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bold and abrupt as poſſible. —If mere beauty be aimed 
at (which however is not their chief excellence) the 
waving line, with more eaſy tranſitions, will become of 
greater importance—Events relating to them may be 
fimulated by numberleſs little artifices; but it isever to 
be remembered, that high hills and ſudden deſcents are 
moſt ſuitable to caſtles; and fertile vales, near wood 
and water, moſt imitative of the uſual ſituation for 


abbeys and religious houſes; large oaks, in en 
are eſſential to theſe latter: 


Whoſe branching arms, and reverend height 
Admit a dim religious light. 


A cottage is a pleaſing object partly on account of the 
variety it may idtroduce; on account of the tranquilli- 
ty that ſeems to reign there; and perhaps, (I am fome- 
what afraid) on account of the pride of human nature. 


Longe alteriüs ſpectare laborem. 


In a ſcetie preſented to the eye, objects ſhould never 
ne ſo much to the right or left, 2» to give it any une 
ſmmeſs in the examination. Sometimes, however, it may 
de better to admit valuable objects even with this diſ- 
advantage. They ſhould elſe never be ſeen beyond 4 
certain angle. 3 before it can bs 


pleaſed. 


10 fe u bs (i fs 0 the other can be 
K . | 
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agreeable ground: The eye requires à balance—1i. e 
degree of uniformity ; but this may be otherwiſe ef- 
t-&ed, and the rule ſhould be underſtood with ſome 


Each alley has its brother, 
And half the plat-form juſt refleQs the other. 


Le us examine what may be ſaid in favour of that 
regularity which Mr. Pope expoſes. Might he not 
ſeemingly as well object to the diſpoſition of an human 
face, becauſe it has an eye or cheek, that is the very 
picture of its companion ? Or does not providence who 
has obſerved this regularity in the external ſtructure of 
our bodies, and diſregarded it within, ſeem to conſider 
it as a beauty? The arms, the limbs, and the ſeveral 

parts of them correſpond, but it is not the ſame caſe 

with the thorax and the abdomen. I believe one Is ge- 
nerally ſolicitous for a kind of balance in a landſcape, 
and, if I am not miſtaken, the painters generally fur- 
niſh one: A building for inſtance on one fide, contraſt- 
ed by a group of trees, a large oak, or a riſing hill on 
the other, Whence then does this taſte proceed, but 
from the love we bear to regularity in perfection? Af- 
ter all, in regard to gardens, the ſhape of ground, 
the diſpoſition of trees, and the figure of water, muſt 
be ſacred to nature; and no forms muſt be allowed that 
make a diſcovery of art. 


ALL trees have 4 character analogous to that of 
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men : Oaks are in all reſpects the perfect image of the 
manly character: In former times I ſhould have ſaid, 
and in preſent times I think 1 am authoriſed to ſay, 
the Britiſh one, As a brave man is not ſuddenly either 
elated by proſperity, or depreſſed by adverſity, ſo the 
oak diſplays not its verdure on the ſun's firſt approachz 
nor drops it, on his firſt departure. Add to this its ma- 
jeſtic appearance, the rough grandeur of its bark, and 
the wide protection of its branches. 


A LARGE, branching, aged oak, is perhaps the moſt 
venerable of all inanimate objects. 


Uans are more ſolemn, if large and plain; more 
beautiful, if leſs and ornamented. Solemnity is perhaps 
their point, and the ſituation of them ſhould ſtill co- 


operate with it. 


By the way, I wonder that lead ſtatues are not more 
in vogue in our modern gardens, Though they may 
not expreſs the finer lines of an human body, yet they 
ſeem perfe&ly well calculated, on account of their du- 
ration, to embelliſh landſkips, were they ſome degrees 
inferior to what we generally behold. A ſtatue in's 
room challenges examination, and is to be examined 
critically as a ſtatue. A ſtatue in a garden is to be con- 
fidered as one part of a ſcene or landſkip; the minuter 
touches are no more eſſential to it, than a good land- 
ſkip painter would eſteem them were he to repreſent a 
ſtatue in his picture. | 

K 2 
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ApPrantnt art, in its proper province, is almoft 
as important a3 apparent nature. They contraſt 
agreeably z but their proyigces ever ſhould be kept 


diſtinct. 


Wurz ſome artificial beauties are fo dexterouſly 
managed, that one cannot but conceive them natural, 
ſome natural ones ſo extremely fortunate that one is 
ready to ſwear they are artificial. 


Concriininc ſcenes, the more uncommon they 
appear, the better, provided they form a picture, and 
include nothing that pretends to be of nature's pro- 
dyRion, and is not. The ſhape of ground, the fite of 
trees, and the fall of water, nature's r What- 
exer thwarts her is treaſon, 


on the other hand, buildings, and the works of art, 
need bave no other reference to nature than that they 
afford the dle with which the human wind is de» 
lighted. 


Ar ſhould never be 3 to ſet a foot i in the 
province of nature, otherwiſe than clandeſtinely and 
by night. Whenever ſhe is allowed to appear here, and 
men begin to compromiſe the difference—Night, go- 
thiciſm, confuſion and abſolute chaos are come again, 


To ſee one's urns, obeliſks, and waterfalls laid open; 
the nakedneſs of our beloved milſtreſſes, the Naiaids, and 
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the Dryads, expoſed by that ruffian winter to univerſal 
obſervation; is a ſeverity ſcarcely to be ſupported by 
the help of blazing hearths, chearful companions, and 
a bottle of the moſt grateful burgundy. 


Taz works of a perſon that builds, begin immedi- 
ately to decay; while thoſe of him who plants begin 
directly to improve. In this, planting promiſes a more 
laſting pleaſure, than building; which, were it to re- 
main in equal perfection, would at beſt begin to moul- 
der and want repairs in imagination. Now trees have 
a circumſtance that ſuits our taſte, and that is annual 
variety. It is inconvenient indeed, if they cauſe our 
love of life to take root and flouriſh with them ; where- 
as the very ſameneſs of our ſtructures will, without the 
help of dilapidation, ſerve to wean us from our attach- 
ment to them. 


Ir is a cuſtom in ſome countries to condemn the 
characters of thoſe (after death) that have neither 


planted a tree, nor begat a child. 


Tux taſte of the citizen and of the mere peaſant 
are in all reſpects the ſame. The former gilds his balls; 
paints his ſtonework and ſtatues white; plants his trees 
in lines or circles; cuts his yew- trees four-ſquare or 
conic ; or gives them what he can, of the reſemblance 
of birds, or bears, or men ; ſquirts up his rivulet in 
jetteaus; in ſhort, admires no part of nature, but her 

ductility ; exhibits every thing _ that ime» 
K 3 | 
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plies expence, or that effects a ſurprize becauſe it is 
unnatural. The peaſant is his admirer. 


Ir is always to be remembered. in gardening that 
ſublimity or magnificence, and beauty or variety, are 
very different things. Every ſcene we ſee in nature is 
| either tame and infipid; or compounded of thoſe. It 
often bappens that the ſame ground may receive from 
art, either certain degrees of ſublimity and magnifi- 
cence, or certain degrees of, variety and beauty z or 4 
mixture of each kind. In this caſe it remains to be 
conlidered i in which light they can be rendered moſt 
remarkable, whether as objects of beauty, or magnifi- 
cence. Even the temper of the proprietor ſhould not 

erhaps be wholly diſregarded ; for certain complexions 
o: ſoul will prefer an orange tree or a myrtle, to an 
oak or a cedar. However this ſhould not induce a 
gardiner to parcel out a lawn iato knots of ſhrubbery; 
or inveſt a mountain with a garb of roſes, This would 
be like dreſſing a giant in a ſarſenet gown, or a Sara- 
cen's head in a Bruſfel's night-cap. Indeed the ſmall 
and circular clumps of firs, which I ſee planted upon 
ſame fine large ſwells, put me often in mind of a coro- 
net placed on an elephant or camel's back. I ſay a gar- 
diner ſhould not do this, any more than a poet ſhould 
attempt to write of the king of Pruſſia in the ſtyle of 
Philips: On the other fide, what would become of 
 Leſbia's ſparrow ſhould it be treated in the ſame lan- 


custze with the anger of Achilles ? p 
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Cardiners may be divided igto three ſorts, the land. 
feape gardiner, the parterre gardiner, and the kitchen 
gardiner, agreeably to our firſt diviſion of gardens, | 


I nave uſed the word landſcape gardiners; becauſe 
in purſuance of our preſent taſte in gardening, every 
good painter of landſcape appears to me the moſt proper 
deſigner. The misfortune ol it, is, that theſe painters 
are apt to regard the execution of their work, much 
more than the choice of ſubject. | 


Tg art art of diſtancing and approximating, comes 
truly within their ſphere ; the former by the gradual 
diminution of diſtinctneſs, and of ſize; the latter by 
the reverſe. A ftrait-lined avenue that is widened ig 
front, and planted there with yew trees, then firs, then 
with trees more and more fady, till they end in the 
almond - willow, or filver oſier; will produce & very, 
remarkable deception of the former kind; which de- 
ception will be encreaſed, if the nearer dark trees, are 
proportionable and truly larger than thoſe at the end. 
* the avenue that are more fady. 


To ditance « buildiog, plane as near as you can to 


A are beſt for all ſuch purpoſes——Suppoſe 
| the outer one of holly, and the next of laural, &c. 
The conſequence will be that the imagination immedi-- 
ately allows a ſpace betwixt theſe circles, and another 


ber ins the houſe and them; and as the imagined ſpace: 
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is indeterminate, if your building be dim-coloured, it 
will not appear inconſiderable. The imagination is a 
greater magnifier than a microſcopic glaſs. And on this 
head, I have known ſome inſtances, where, by ſhewing 
intermediate ground, the diſtance has appeared leſs, 
than while an hedge or grove concealed it. wi. 


Hos, appearing as ſuch, are univerſally bad. 
"They diſcover art in nature's province. 


Tarzs in hedges partake of their artificiality, and 
become à part of them. There is no more ſudden, and 
obvious improvement, than a hedge removed, and the 
trees remaining; yet not in ſuch manner as to mark 
out the former hedge. 


Ware ſhould ever appear, as an irregular lake | 
or winding ſtream. 


IsLA nps give beauty, if the water be ge; on | 
but lefſen grandeur through variety, 5 


IT was the wiſe remafk of ſome ſagacious obſerver, 
that familiarity is for the moſt part productive of con- 
tempt, Graceleſs offspring of ſo amiable a parent! un. 
fortunate beings that we are, whoſe enjoyments muſt 
be either checked, or prove deſtructive of themſelves, 
Our paſſions are permitted to fip a little pleaſure ; but 
_ are extinguiſhed by indulgence, like a lamp overwhelm- 
ed with oil, Hence we neglect the beauty with which 
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we have been intimate; nor would any addition it could 
receive, prove an equivalent for the advantage it deriv- 
ed from the firſt imprefſion. Thus negligent of graces 
that have the merit of reality, we too often prefer 
imaginary ones that have only the charm of novelty ; 
And hence we may account, in general, for the prefe- 
rence of art to nature, in our ald faſhioned gardens, 


Arr, indeed, is often requiſite to collect and epi- 
tomize the beauties of nature ; but ſhould never be ſuf- 
fered to ſet her mark upon 42 I mean in regard 
to thoſe articles that are of nature's province ; z the 
| ſhaping of ground, the planting of trees, and | the diſpo- 
fition of lakes and rivulets. Many more particulars 
will ſoon occur, which, however, ſhe is allowed to re- 
gulate; ſomewhat clandeſtinely, upon the following ac- 
count—Man is not capable of comprehending the uni- 
verſe at one ſurvey. Had he faculties equal to this, he 
might well be cenſured for any minute regulations of his 
own, It were the fame, as if, in his preſent ſituation, he 
ſtrove to find amuſement in contriving the fabrick of an 
ant” s neſt, or the partitions of a bee-hive. But we are 
placed in the corner of a ſphere ; endued neither with 
organs, nor allowed a ſtation, proper to give us an uni- 
verſal view; or to exhibit to us the variety, the orderly 
proportions, and diſpoſitions of the ſyſtem. We perceive. 
many breaks and blemiſhes, ſeveral neglected and 
unvariegated places in the part; which, in the whole 
would appear either imperceptible, or beautiful. And 
we mo as rationally expect a ſnail to be ſatisfied 


* * 


. 
* 
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with the beauty of our parterres, ſlopes and terraſſes 
r an ant to prefer our buildings to her own orderly 
range of granaries, as that man ſhould be ſatisfied, 
without a fingle thought that he can improve the ſpot 
that falls to his ſhare. But, though art be neceſſary 
for collecting nature's beauties, by what reaſon is ſhe 
authorized to thwart and to oppoſe her? Why, fan- 
taſtically endeavour to humanize thoſe vegetables, of 
which nature, diſcreet nature, thought it proper to 
make trees? Why endow the vegetable bird with wings, 
- which nature has made momentarily dependent upon 
the ſoil? Here art ſeems very affeQedly to make a diſplay 
of that induſtry, which it is her glory to conceal. The 
ſtone which repreſents an aſteriſk, is valued only on 
account of it's natural production: Nor do we view 
with pleaſure the laboured carvings and futile diligence 
of Gothic artiſts. We view with much more ſatis faction 
ſorne plain Grecian fabric, where art, indeed, has been 

_ equally, but leſs viſibly, induſtrious. It is thus we, in- 
deed, admire the ſhining texture of the ſilk- worm; but 
we loath the puny author, when ſhe thinks proper to 
emerge; and to diſguſt us with the appearance of ſo vile 


ES. 


| Bor this is merely true in regard to the 8 
of nature's province; wherein art can only appear as 
the moſt abject vaſſal, and had, therefore, better not 
appear at all. The caſe is different where ſhe has the 
direction of buildings, uſeful or ornamental; or, per- 


<<" 
* 
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hape, claims as much honour from temples, as the dei- 


ties to whom they are inſcribed. Here then it is her 


intereſt to be ſeen as much as poſſible: And, though 
nature appear doubly beautiful by the contraſt her 
ſtructures furniſh, it is not eaſy for her to confer a be- 
nefit which nature, on her fide, will not repay, 


A RURAL ſcene to me is ngver perfect without the 
addition of ſome kind of building : Indeed I have known 

4 ſcar of rock-work, in great meaſure, 8 che de- 
rain 


In gardening it is no ſmall point to enforce either 
grandeur or beauty by ſurprize; for inſtance, by ab- 
rupt tranſition from their contraries —but to lay a 
ſtreſs upon ſurprize only; for example, on the ſurprize 
occaſioned by an aba ! without including any nobler 
purpoſe; is a ſymptom of bad taſte, and a violent fond- 
neſs for mere concetto. 


nat and beauty are ſo very oppoſite, chat 
you often diminiſh the one as you encreaſe the other. 
Variety is moſt a-kin to the ns ſimplicity to the 
former, 


Sor ros a large hill, varied by art, with large 
patches of different · coloured clumps, ſcars of rock, 
chalk quarries, villages, or farm-houſes; you will have, 
perhaps, a more beautiful ſcene, but * grand 
than it was ors. | | 
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In many inſtances, it is moſt eligible to compound 
your ſcene of beauty and grandeur—Suppoſe a mag- 


nificent ſwell ariſing out of à well-variegated valley; 


it would be diſadvantageous to encreaſe its beauty, by 


means deſtruQive to its magnificence. 


Tur may poſſibly, but there ſeldom happens, 
any occaſion to fill up valleys, with trees or otherwiſe. 
It is for the moſt part the gardiner's buſineſs to remove 

trees, or ought that fills up the low ground; and to 


give, W 


the high. 

Taz hedge-row apple-trees in Hetefordlhire afford 
A moſt beautiful ſcenery, at the time they are in bloſ- 
ſom : But the proſpe& would be really grander, did it 
conſiſt of ſimple foliage. For the ſame reaſon, a large 
oak (or beech) in autumn, is a grander object than the 
ſame in ſpring. The ſprightly green is then obfuf- 
SctooTauNrss and eaſy tranſitions are no ſmall 
ingredient in the beautiful; abrupt and rectangular 
breaks have more of the nature of the ſublime us 
a tapering ſpire is, perhaps, à more beautiful object 
than a tower, which is grander. + 


Mid ofthe iowa ee riches ts ths grate 


rence to be given to ſeats, villas, etc, are owitig to want 


vi linQion betwixt the beautiful and the ,um 
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Both the former and the latter pleaſe ; but there are 
imaginations particularly adapted to the one, and to 
the other. | 


Ms. ADD180N thought an open unincloſed cham- 
pain country, formed the beſt landſkip. Somewhat here 
is to be conſidered. Large unvariegated, ſimple objects 
have the beſt pretenſions to ſublimity ; a large moun- 
tain, whoſe ſides are unvaried with objects, is grander 
than one with infinite variety ; But thea its beauty 
is proportionably leſs. . 


Howzve, I think a plain ſpace near the eye 
gives it a kind of liberty it loves: And then the pie- 
ture, whether you chuſe the grand or beautiful, ſhould 
be held up at its proper diſtance. Variety is the princi- 
pal ingredient in n. 3 mien is eſſential to 
grandeur. 


Oryexns1vs objects, at a proper diſtance, acquire 
even a degree of beauty: For inſtance, _— fallow 
ground 


ON 
AM 
- 
HE chief advantage that ancient writers can boaſt” 
over modern ones, ſeems owing to ſimpl i city. 
Every noble truth and ſentiment was expreſſed by the 
former in the natural manner; in word and phraſe, 
imple, perſpicuous, and incapable of improvement. 


What then remained for later writers but affeQation,. 
witticiſm, and conceit ? 


| II. 
PezxnaPs an acquaintance with men of genius is 


rather reputable than ſatisſactory. It is as accountable, 
as it is certain, that fancy heightens ſenſibility ; ſenſi- 
bility ſtrengthens 2 and paſſion makes people 


bumouriſts. 


YET a perſon of genius is often expected to ſhew 
more diſeret ion than another man; and this on account 
of that very vivacity, which is his greateſt impeciment, . 
This happens for want of diſtinguiſhing betwixt the 
fanciful talents, and the dry mathematical operations 

L. 2 
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of the judgment, each of which indiſcriminately give 
the denomination of a man of genius. 


3 
” ToLLY ever ſcemed an inſtance to me, how far o 
man devoid of courage, mo}: be a ſpirited writer. 


. 1 
DzGtre more feræ. Virg. Vanbrugh ſeems to 
have had this of Virgil in his eye when he introduces 
Miſs Hoyden envying the liberty of a grey-hound bitch. 


| 2 | 
Turm is & certain flimzineſs of poetry, which 
ecms expedient in a ſong. 


Dido, as well as Deſdemona f, ſeems to have been 
a mighty admirer of ſtrange atchievements. 


Heu quibus ille - 
Jactat us fatis ! que bella exhauſta canebat! 
Si mihi non animo, etc. 


This may ſhew that Virgil, Shakeſpear, and Shafts- 
bury agreed in the ſame opinion. 


— 


+ Lord Shaſtſbury. 
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VII. 

N in high or in diſtinguiſhed life ought to 
have a greater circumſpection in regard to their moſt 
trivial actions. For inſtance, I faw Mr. Pope——and 
what was he doing when you ſaw him ?—why, to the 
beſt of my memory, he was picking his noſe, 


VIII. 

Tur vanity and extreme ſelf- love of the French is 
no where more obſervable than in their authors; and 
among theſe, in none more than Boileau; who, beſides 
his rhodomontades, preſerves every the moſt inſipid 
reading in his notes, though he has removed it from» 
the text for the ſake of one ever ſo much better. 


0 IX. 

Taz writer who gives us the beſt idea of what may 
be called the genteel in ſtyle and manner of writing, , 
is, in my opinion, my lord Shaftbury. Then Mr. 
Addiſon and Dr. Swiſt. 


A PLAIN narrative of any remarkable fact, em- 
phatically related, has a more ſtriking effect without 
the author” s comment, 


| X. 
Por ſeems to me the moſt correct writer ſince 
Virgil; the greateſt genius, only ſince Dryden. 


. 
Porz's talent lay remarkably in what one + may na- 
L 3. a 


. 
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turally term condenſation of thoughts. I think no other 
Engliſh Poet ever brought ſo much ſenſe into the ſame 
number of lines with equal ſmoothneſs, eaſe, and poe- 
tical beauty. Let him who doubts of this peruſe his 
Eſſay on Man with attention. Perhaps this was a ta- 
lent from which he could not eaſily have ſwerved : Per- 
haps he could not have ſufficiently rarefied his thoughts 
to produce that flimzineſs which is required in a ballad 
or love-ſong. His monſter of Raguſa, and his tranſla- 
tions from Chaucer have ſome little tendency to inva- 
lidate this obſervation. 


| XII. | | 
Ru vurs, in elegant poetry, ſhould conſiſt of ſyl- 
lables that are long in pronunciation; ſuch as are, ear, 
ire, ore, your, in which a nice ear will find more agree- 
ableneſs than ia theſe gnat, net, knit, knot, nut. 


XIII. 

THERE is a vaſt beauty (to me) in uſing a word 
of a particular nature in the eighth and ninth ſyllables 
of an Engliſh verſe. I mean what is ANNE a datyl. 
For inſtance, 


And pikes, the tyrants of the watry plains.” 
Let any perſon of an ear ſubſtitute © liquid“ inſtead 


of © watry,” and he will find the diſadvantage. Mr, 
Pope (who has improved our verſiſication through 2 
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judicious diſpoſition of the pauſe) ſeems not enough 
aware of this beauty. 
XIV. 
As to the frequent uſe of alliteration, it has probably 
had its day. 


IT has ever a good effect when the ftreſs of the 
thought is laid upon that word which the voice moſt 


naturally pronounces with an emphaſis, 


I nunc et verſus tecum meditare, etc. Hor. 
* Quam vellent aethere in alto 

Nunc et pauperiem, etc. Virg. 

O fortunati quorum jam moenia, etc. Virg. 


At regina gravi jamdudum,” etc. Virg. 


Virgil, whoſe very metre appears to affect one's paſſi- 


ons, Was 2 maſter of this ſecret. 
| XVI. 


A 600d writer cannot with the . utmoſt ſtudy pro- 
duce ſome thoughts which will flow from a bad one 
with eaſe and precipitation, The reverſe is alſo true.. 


A bad writer, etc. 


XVII. 

IT ſeems with wit and good-nature, * Utrum ho- 
rum mavis accipe.” Taſte and good nature are univers 
'- ſally connected. 
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XVIII. 

Sour men uſe no other means to acquire refpeQ, 
than by inſiſting on it; and it ſometimes anſwers their 
purpoſe, as it does an highway-man's in regard to mo- 
ney. | 


| XIX. 
SHAKESPEAR makes his very bornbaſt anſwer his 
purpoſe, by the perſons he chuſes to utter it. 


| XX, 
Aron r, till he arrives at thirty, can ſee no other 
good, than a poetical reputation. About that aera, he 
begins to diſcover ſome other. | | 


Tut plan of Spenſer's Fairy queen, appears to me 
very imperfet. His imagination, though very exten- 
five, yet ſomewhat leſs ſo, perhaps, than is generally 
allowed; if one conſiders the facility of realizing and 
equipping forth the virtues and vices. His metre has 
ſome advantages, though, in many reſpects excepti- 
onable. His good nature viſible, through every part of 
his poem, His conjunction of the Pagan and Chrittian 
ſcheme (as he introduces the deities of both acting ſi- 
multaneouſly) wholly inexcuſable. Much art and judg- 
ment are diſcovered in parts, and but little in the whole. 
One may entertain ſome doubt whether the peruſal of 
his monſtrous deſcriptions be not as prejudicial to true 
taſte, as it is advantageous to the extent of imagination, 


Spenſer to be ſure expands the laſt, but then he ex- 
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pands it beyond its due limits. After all, there are ma- 
ny favourite paſſages in his Fairy Queen, which will be 
inſtances of a grout and cultivated genius miſapphlied. 


XXI. 
A Por r, that fails in writing, becomes often a mo- 
roſe critic, The weak and infipid white- wine makes 
at length a figure in vinegar. 


XXII. 

Every ſingle obſervation that is publiſhed by a 
man of genius, be it ever fo trivial, ſhould be eſteem- 
ed of importance; becauſe he ſpeaks from his own im- 
preffions , whereas common men publiſh common 

things, which they have, perhaps, gien from frivo- 
lous writers, 


| XXIII. 

Ir is providential that our affection diminiſhes in 
proportion as our friends power encreaſes. Affection is 
of leſs importance whenever a perſon can ſupport him- 
ſelf. It is on this account that younger brothers are 
often beloved more than their elders; and that Benja- 
min is the favourite, We may trace the fame law 
throughout the animal creation. 


XXIV. 
on ſometimes meets with inſtances of genteel ab- 
ru pt ion in writers; but I wonder it is not uſed more 
frequently, as it has a prodigious effect upon the reader. 


10 ON WRITING 


For inſtance (after Falſtaff's diſappointment in ſerving 
Shallow at court) 


85 Maſter Shallow, I owe you a thouſand pounds 
Shakeſpear. 


Warn Pandulph commanded Philip of France to 
proceed no farther againſt England, but to ſheath the 
ſword he had drawn at the Pope's own inſtigation : | 


„Now it had already coſt Philip eighty thouſand 
S pound in preparation | 


Ar rz the detail of king Joho's abject ſubmiſſion 
to the Pope's legate. 


Nom John was hated and deſpiſed before.” 


Bur, perhaps, the ſtrongeſt of all may be taken 
from the Scripture. (Concluſion of a chapter in St. 
John) 

Now ain was 4 robber," 


XXV, 

Tux ſuperior politeneſs of the French is in nothing 
more diſcernable than in the phraſes uſed by them and 
us to expreſs an affair being in agitation. The former 
ſays, ©* ſur la tapis; the latter “ upon the anvil.” 
Does it not ſhew alſo the ſincerity and ſerious face 
with which we enter upon buſineſs, and the negligent 
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and jaunty air with which they perform even 15 moſt 
important? 


XXVI. 
Miour not the poem on the Seaſons have been 
rendered more uni, by giving out the deſign of nature 
in the beginning of winter, and aſterwards conſidering 
all the varieties of ſeaſon as means aiming at one end. 


XXVII 

We want a word to expreſs the Hoſpes or Hoſpita 
of the antients: Among them, perhaps, the moſt re- 
ſpectable of all characters, yet with us tranſlated Hoſt, 
which we apply alſo to an Inn-keeper, Neither have 
we any word to expreſs Amica, as if we thought a wo- 
man always was ſornewhat more or leſs than 3 


frrend, 


AND 
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Cons your very teſty and quatrelſome 
people, in the ſame light as I do a loaded gun; 
Bu e gee CAP Ges | | 


II. | | 
ALTHOUGH a man cannot procure | himſelf 2 title 
at pleaſure, he may vary the appellation he goes by, 
confiderably. As, from Tom, to Mr. Thomas, to 
Mr. Muſgrove, to Thomas Muſgrove, eſquire. And 
n of reſerve, or LEST” rank wy 


1 
| this is nothing more nivieſully prevalent than 
flattery. Perſons, who diſcover the flatterer, do not 
always diſapprove him, becauſe he imagines them 
conſiderable enough to deſerve his applications. It is 
2a tacit ſort of complement, that he eſteems them to 
be ſuch as it is worth his while to flatter, | 


« And when I tell him he hates flattery, 
« He ſays he does, being then moſt flattered.” 
| Shakeſpear, 
Arxsox has ſometimes more public than private 
a A 
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merit. | Honorio and his family wore mourning for 
their anceſtor ; but that of all the world was inter- 
nal and ſincere. 


A rrovuD man's intimates are generally more at- 
tached to him, than the man of merit and humility 
can pretend his to be, The reaſon is, the former pays 
a greater complement i in his condeſcenſion. 


Ta1rd thoughts oſten coincide with the firſt, and 
are generally the beſt grounded. We firſt reliſh nature 
and the country, then artificial amuſements and the 
city 3 3 then become impatient to retire to the country 


again, 
VE 


Watts we labour to ſubdue our paſſions, we ſhould' 
take care not to extinguiſh them. Subduing our 
paſſions, is diſengaging ourſelves from the world; to 
which, however, whilſt we refide in it, we muſt always 
bear relation; and we may detach ourſelves to ſuch a 
degree as to paſs an uſeleſs and infipid life, which we 
were not meant to do, Our exiſtence here is at leaſt 
one part of n ſyſtem. 


A MAN has generally the good or Hl qualities which 
he attributes to mankind. | | 


Wenz a man of pleaſure to artive at the full extent 
of his ſeveral wiſhes, he muſt immediately feel himſclf 
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miſerable, It is one ſpecies of deſpair to have no room. 
to hope for any addition to one's happineſs. | 


His following wiſh muſt then be to wiſh he had 
ſome freſh object for his wiſhes. A ftrong argument 
that — ,, | 
ever active. 

* VIII. | 

A Mx relator of matters of fact, is fit only for 

an evidence in a court of juſtice, | 


0 Ws | IX. IF 
Tur Proverb ought to run © a fool and his worde 
are ſoon parted; a man of genius and his money.” 


5 


Ir is with ſome men as with ſome borſes; what ies 


eſteemed ſpirit in them, proceeds from fear. This was 
undoubtedly the ſource of that ſeeming ſpirit diſ- 
covered by Tully in regard to his antagoniſt M. An- 


thony. r or be deſtroy- 
ed himſelf. 


> © 
A Man ſooner finds out *. own foibles in a ſtran- 
ger, than any other foibles. 


1 neLIievs there was never ſo reſerved a ſolitary, 
but felt ſome degree of pleaſure at the firſt glimpſe of 


„nn 


an human figure. The ſoul, however, unconſcious of 
it's ſocial biaſs, in a crowd, will in ſolitude feel ſome 
attraction towards the firſt perſon that we meet. 


„ Sturz munditiis“ has been eſteemed uni- 
verſally to be a phraſe at once very expreſſive, and of 
very difficult interpretation: at leaſt, not very capable 
to be explained without circumlocution. What objec- 
tion can we make to that ſingle word, elegant ? which 
excludes the glare and multiplicity of ornaments on one 
| ide, as much as it does dirt and ruſticity.on the other. 


Tur are many perſons acquire to themſelves a 
character of infincerity, from what is in truth mere in- 
conſtancy. And there are perſons of warm, but change- 
able paſſions ; perhaps the ſincereſt of any in the very 
inſtant they make profeſſion, but the very leaſt to be 
depended on through the ſhort duration of all extremes. 
It has often puzzled me, on this account, to aſcertain 
the character of lady Luxborough ; yet whatever were 
her principles, I eſteem lord Bolingbroke's to have been 
the ſame. 6 ET IOe Cnr lord 
Bolingbroke. 


The fund of ſenſible diſcourſe is limited ; that of jeſt 
and badinerie is infinite. In many companies then, 
where nothing is to be learnt, it were, perhaps, better 
to get upon the familiar ies To give and take in 
the way nn, 0 8 4 
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